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Chapter
1

Perverts At An Exhibition

 


Honey was enjoying being an art exhibit on a
beautiful day in late spring. She was on loan from her current use
Master, Alex Dracos. She was working as a Bascom girl. And of
course she was spying for the Initiative, as she always did when
she worked as a Bascom girl.

This bit of spying involved Honey being naked
and suspended in what Honey thought of as a “leg day reward cage.”
It was quite an ingenious contraption, and fully worthy of being
put in an art gallery, most especially The Art Institute For The
Sexually Insane on Submos Island. It hung from chains fastened to
the ceiling, which meant Honey was a free-hanging exhibit, which
was nice. She was in the middle of the main exhibit hall, an open
expanse of polished wood floors and subdued off-white walls with
carefully placed lighting, including one-way mirrored glass windows
that could be dialed from full transparency to full opacity and any
point in between, as suited the needs of the exhibitors.

The ceiling chains were attached to rings
that hung just above and outside Honey’s shoulders. The rings were
also attached to iron bars that ran down parallel to Honey’s torso
from just beyond her shoulders to just outside her waist. The iron
bars were fitted into another set of iron bars that projected from
a thick iron collar that encircled Honey’s neck. The other end of
the vertical set of iron bars was set in an iron belt which loosely
encircled Honey’s waist. The whole structure formed a frame around
Honey’s upper torso.

But it didn’t end with her upper torso. The
iron bars at her waist projected a couple of inches beyond her
waist belt, and there were rings set in both of them. Chains
attached to the rings. The chains connected to iron leg braces that
ran parallel to her legs from just below her hips to the bottom of
her feet. They terminated in iron footrests, like the soles of
shoes made of iron. Honey’s feet rested inside these footrests,
taking all the weight of her body, making the whole rig downright
comfy. There were metal U-bolts just above Honey’s ankles, just
below her knees and at mid-thigh as well, shackling her legs to the
bracing rods.

So Honey could rest peacefully in her metal
cage … if it weren’t for that other thing. Inside the footrests
metal bars projected upward, ending at about ankle height. Another
bar was bolted to the end of the upright metal bar. These bars ran
upward parallel to Honey’s inner thighs and connected to a third
metal bar on both sides.The third metal bar was triangular and
projected upward, and attached to it was – finally – something not
made of metal. It was a vibrating jackrabbit dildo. And wouldn’t
you know it, the vibrating dildo was ramming in and out of Honey’s
pussy relentlessly as Honey gently rocked her legs from side to
side inside their metal cage. Each time she closed her legs
together, the dildo rose, each time her legs swung back out, it
descended.

Honey was also ballgagged and her wrists were
enclosed by iron cuffs that were chained to the chain between her
torso cage and her leg cages. The jeweled end of a buttplug was
intermittently visible as she opened and spread her legs.

She was rocking her legs slowly back and
forth because she had been ordered to by Master Dracos’ assistant
Delia, on the Master’s behalf. Honey was ordered to edge herself
constantly while she was on display, keeping herself on the brink
of orgasm but not going over.

There was a sign on a stand by the floor
beside her. It said, “Honey, Sex Slave donated by Master Dracos.
Touch or use as you like but do not harm.”

Honey loved that text declaring that she was
a thing donated by her Master to the exhibit. It made her pussy
throb to think of it.

Honey was soaring through subspace and also
screamingly at the verge of orgasm because she’d been edging
herself for almost three hours now. The gallery was filled with
people coming and looking at and interacting with the exhibits,
including her. They were all very well dressed, respectable looking
people. The sheer humiliation of her situation, naked and chained
and being repeatedly self-penetrated in front of all these people,
deeply aroused her, along with the jackrabbit.

And she knew that the jackrabbit and the
metal bar were stained with sex juices, which had been flowing
copiously for some time. Everyone could see the jackrabbit going in
and out of her body. Everyone could see that it aroused her and
everyone could smell it, too.

Gallery guests generally walked around her,
feeling her butt and tweaking her nipples, because they could. The
sign gave them explicit permission to. Several of them had rubbed
her pussy as the jackrabbit pumped in and out of it. Often they
spoke to her, saying things like “Enjoying yourself, slut?” and
“Bet you wish you’d gone to college now, bitch!” or even the
dreaded, “Didn’t I see you at Kim Kasparian’s party last year?”

(And yes, it did happen, people who had met
her at various parties and such she’d attended while jet setting
around occasionally recognized her when she was being a Bascom girl
– and it was all right. She was already an out submissive, so they
weren’t surprised to see her doing slave slut things. It was more
than all right, it made her cover that much better.)

Honey absolutely loved it. And she was far
from the only slut on exhibit who was having a good time and
getting a lot of attention from gallery guests, in fact, some
arguably got a LOT more attention then her.

For example, there was the pony girl. In
keeping with the artsy theme of the exhibition, she was not decked
out in traditional BDSM pony girl gear. She was instead completely
naked. Her only gear, really, was a set of wooden rockers that she
knelt upon, her hands cuffed to handles coming out of the sides of
the rockers in the front. She grasped the rockers in her hand. The
upper surface of the rockers in the rear had thick foam pads glued
to their surface, and her knees and feet rested on those pads, and
were tied to metal rings screwed into the outer side of the rocker.
A pair of wooden crossbeams were laid in between the two rockers
directly beneath her torso to keep the rockers parallel as she
rocked.

Although she was naked, she was wearing a bit
of gear. A ring gag was strapped into her mouth and a tailplug was
thrust up her butt. The tailplug was a ponytail, and it had been
dyed bright pink, as had the slavegirl’s hair. The slavegirl’s head
hair was also cut into a mohawk. The sides of the mohawk were very,
very short, but the hair atop her head was very long and
flowing.

The intent was to make her look like one of
those little riding ponies you might find in a child’s room. The
child’s room effect was amplified by the presence of various sex
toys that had been used on her that were now scattered around on
the floor around her, like the discarded toys of a child. Only
these were anal beads, vibrators, gags, blindfolds and whatnot.

The guests had not just used toys on her,
either. Just as the moment she was being spitroasted by two male
guests. One was kneeling behind her and thrusting his cock up her
shaved pussy, the other was crouched in front of her and thrusting
his cock into the ring gag that held her mouth wide open. She was
rocking back and forth and the hair on her head swayed in time to
the hair on her buttplug tail as she was fucked by both men, the
three of them a mass of sinuous flesh thrusting and writhing in
time with the rocking, bits of drool oozing to the floor…

...Honey had to look away. She knew what that
felt like. Cocks thrusting in and out of her on both ends as she
writhed and moaned. It felt wonderful. And she wasn’t supposed to
cum. So Honey looked away.

Which didn’t do her a hell of a lot of good.
There were a LOT of girls exhibited in the great hall. Looking to
her right she saw a girl in an exhibit entitled “Slavegirl of
Frankenstein’s Monster.” The slavegirl was naked, lying on a wooden
table, her ankles tied to rings set at the base of the table, her
wrists tied to rings set in the middle of the table on either side,
and her neck tied to a ring set in the far end of the table just to
the left of her head. Mounted on the table between her legs was a
dildo pole motor, out of which projected a dildo pole which
extended a dildo to roughly the center of the table, where it slid
in and out of the pussy of the slavegirl.

She was gagged with a red ballgag that
contrasted nicely with her lips. The dildo was sliding in and out
of her pussy fast and easily, because her pussy was really wet. She
was squirming in her bonds on the tabletop, her body a vision of
writhing beauty. Patrons stopped by to fondle her nipples, caress
her body and perhaps most fiendishly of all, tickle her.

Drool was oozing out of the corners of her
mouth and down her jaw, and her eyes were wild at times as she
writhed. She was clearly in the throes of orgasm, the dildo’s
relentless thrusting and the guests’ hands driving her right over
the edge.

The mere sight of her threatened to drive
Honey over the edge. She had to look away.

Honey’s eyes lit on what at first appealed to
be a relatively safe scene. It was Diana Shelton hung on the wall.
Honey was not at all surprised to see Diana at the exhibit. Her
inner labia were famous. She had actually made a career out of
displaying them. And of course, Diana was hung on the wall in a way
that maximized her labia. She was hung from five rings set in the
wall. One ring was over her head, and her wrists were tied to it.
Two rings were at about shoulder height and about a meter and a
half way from her torso on either side – her ankles were tied to
them, spreading her legs wide. But not too wide, because ropes
encircled her knees and attached to another set of ropes that were
tied to the ring above Diana’s head, keeping her knees close to her
torso but also allowing her knees to carry some of the weight of
her body. Ropes ran from another set of rings at about hip level on
either side of her, wrapping around her legs at mid upper thigh on
each side. An almost invisible rope ran under her butt just behind
her anus. These ropes allowed her legs and butt to further bear her
body weight, so there was actually little or no weight on Diana’s
wrists, which could never have safely held her weight on the wall
for any length of time. And Diana had been on the wall for a while.
She also had strings encircling her nipples and her big toes,
linking them so that her nipples got a little tug every time Diana
move her legs or shifted her weight.

Diana was ballgagged and drooling, but her
eyes above the ballgag were alert and smiling. She was clearly
enjoying herself, despite all the things guests were doing to her
pussy.

The way Diana was bound left her pussy thrust
forward away from the wall, really hanging her pussy out there. The
outer labia were nothing special, but her inner labia were weird.
For one thing, they were large. Really large. Most inner labia just
sort of peeked out a tiny bit from a woman’s outer labia, if they
peeked out at all. Some women had labia that hung out of their
pussies “like hastily packed suitcases” as Nikki Glaser had once
told Honey was the case with hers.

But Diana’s inner labia were more like a pink
animal caught in the act of crawling out of her outer labia.
Hanging with her legs spread out like that, her outer labia were
virtually invisible, small mounds on either side of Diana’s inner
labia, which hung out and formed a sort of tube, a large, thick,
fleshy tube beneath her thick, fleshy clit. It looked like a hose
coupling for cocks.

Some people had enjoyed slapping Diana’s
labia from side to side. Her labia had a rubbery, bouncy quality to
them that was just fascinating. (Honey herself had played with
Diana’s pussy a bit at a party in New York a couple of years ago.
She remembered it vividly.) The large, thick labia bounced easily
from one side of her to the other as they were slapped.

And it didn’t stop there. Diana’s labia were
stretchy. Very, very stretchy. Stretchy in the same way those
penises known as “growers” were stretchy when the weren’t erect.
People were grabbing her labia and stretching them and pulling them
apart and it was like she had a pink balloon coming out of her
vagina.

Honey had once seen someone tie Diana’s inner
labia together in a knot while Diana laughed.

Right now someone was fisting Diana, after
putting on one of the latex gloves that were discreetly placed
around the room for those who really wanted to get into the
exhibits. The guest was a woman, which meant her hands were
relatively small. Her hand slid slowly and carefully but easily
into Diana’s pussy, and Diana’s very elastic labia stretched easily
over the latex glove, like one glove sliding over another, only one
was a glove made of meat stretched thin. Diana was squirming a bit
on the wall, but Honey could tell she was comfy with having the
fist in her. Diana had had many fists in there. She had basically
made a living from letting people play with her pussy in one way
and another. She was a bright woman who thought it was hilarious.
“It’s like people want to pay you huge amounts of money to play
with your big toe,” Diana had told Honey, shrugging and
grinning.

At the same party, Diana had let someone
clothespin her labia to a plastic ring so that they were stretched
wide. They were a stretched pink heart around her vagina, which was
pink and wide open, you could practically see her uvula. The sight
was more gynecological than anything else to Honey, but of course
the guys were fascinated. They were guys.

Soon the sight of Diana squirming was …

“Honey! Honey! Wake up!” a voice called.

“Whuh?” Honey said.

“Wake up!” the voice repeated, and Honey swam
back to consciousness. She was still standing upright in the body
cage, but only because the body cage was holding her in place. Her
legs felt weak and rubbery and her head was hanging forward, her
iron collar pressing cruelly into her lower jaw. She raised her
head and looked around, eyes blurry, to see Delia and Master Dado
Galanis, an assistant manager at the Art Institute of the Sexually
Insane, gazing worriedly at her.

“What happened?” Honey asked.

“We don’t know,” said Delia. “A guard said
you appeared to have fallen asleep.”

“I guess,” said Honey. “One minute I was just
hanging around, the next moment you are yelling at me to wake
up.”

Galanis looked concerned.

“We have a nurse on hand for the exhibition,
I suggest she have a look at Honey,” Galanis said.

Delia nodded. “Couldn’t hurt,” she said.

“Do you think you can walk?” asked
Galanis.

“I run, so yeah, I can walk,” said Honey,
trying not to roll her eyes.

They called a handyman over who worked the
bolts and screws that held Honey in the body cage and after a few
moments she stepped onto the floor, with Delia and Galanis watching
anxiously, ready to grab her if she collapsed. Honey did not
collapse, she was steady on her feet as usual and was able to walk
to the clinic easily.

The “clinic” was just an office with a few
medical tools and supplies that the nurse had brought along to
treat any minor injuries and whatnot that might have occurred,
mostly to the guests.

The nurse, a no-nonsense middle aged woman
named Selene Aetos took Honey’s blood pressure, temperature and
pulse and listened to her heart and lungs and then listened to her
description of what had happened.

“So, let me get this straight,” said Selene.
“You spent three hours essentially masturbating with a dildo using
the major muscles in your legs?”

“Yes,” Honey. “Was that wrong of me?”

“Well perhaps not wrong, but definitely
foolhardy,” said Aetos. “You say you kept yourself at the edge of
orgasm virtually the whole time?”

“To the best of my ability, as ordered by my
Master,” said Honey. “It can be hard to stay in focus over such a
long period, even with a vibrating dildo sliding in and out of
me.”

Aetos stared at Honey for a long moment, her
serious face blank. Honey was pretty sure she was fighting to
control some kind of outburst. Perhaps laughter, perhaps temper, it
was hard to tell. But when she spoke she was in full control

“So, just before you passed out, how did you
feel?” Aetos finally asked.

“Oh, I was very aroused,” said Honey. “I got
aroused watching the pony girl get fucked, so I watched something
else, which also aroused me, then I watched something else which
also aroused me. Then I passed out.”

Aetos nodded.

“OK, I think I have it,” said Aetos. “You
were extremely aroused, which means your blood pressure was high.
It stayed high for a long time. And you never let yourself cum,
right?”

“Right,” said Honey. “It was difficult at
times, but I didn’t.”

“Ok, it’s simple then,” said Aetos. “You kept
yourself extremely horny for three hours, didn’t let yourself cum,
resulting in prolonged high blood pressure, stressing your body
greatly over time. So your brain said “I’m pulling the plug on this
idiot” and shut you down so your blood pressure could drop and your
system could recover. It’s called ‘fainting.’ I assume you don’t
normally edge yourself for three hours without release.”

“Right,” said Honey. “I don’t know that I’ve
ever lasted an hour. Generally I or my Master bring things to a
climax before then.”

“Have you had other fainting incidents?”
Aetos asked, ignoring or missing Honey’s pun.

“No,” said Honey.

“Are you healthy generally?”

“I think so,” said Honey. “I mean, I don’t
get sick, don’t have any ongoing health issues, and I run and do
yoga regularly.”

“That would explain how you lasted so long,”
said Aetos. “But you’ve got to cut that 3-hour edging stuff out.
You have limits, and you just found one.”

“So, can I go back on exhibit?” Honey asked.
She’d totally enjoyed being on exhibit.

“Don’t see why not,” said Aetos. “No more
three hour edging sessions, though. Give yourself a nice orgasm
after 45 minutes. And if your pussy starts hurting, stop, period.
You hear me?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Honey said, just barely
preventing herself from saying “Yes, Mistress.”

“So it’s really OK for her to go back?” asked
Galanis.

“I see no medical reason why not,” said
Aetos. “But really, no more of this edging for over an hour. Very
bad idea in general, actually. I hope none of the other exhibits
are under any such orders.”

“I’ll double check with all of them,” said
Galanis. He was a manager, he was thinking about liability. Honey
couldn’t blame him. It was his job.

So it was back to the leg day reward cage for
Honey for the rest of the exhibit, which was just a couple of hours
at this point. And it started with a nice orgasm, as Aetos’
insistence. She came in front of everyone while locked in that cage
and hanging from the ceiling, and she squirted, too, while people
watched and pointed and laughed. And she loved it. So
humiliating.

 





Chapter 2

Desk Duty

 


After the exhibit, several orgasms and more
edging, Delia and Honey were picked up by Master Dracos’ driver and
he drove them to Master Dracos’ villa. It was not far from the Art
Institute for the Sexually Insane, nothing on Submos was. It was a
small island. Still, it took a while to reach the villa, because
like many Greek islands, it was full of upness and downness and the
roads were full of windingness. Driving fast on Submos was an
invitation to collide with one of the outcrops of chalky white rock
that made up the island. There were even places where you could
plunge to your doom if you so desired. (Not that Honey ever
desired, but it was the thought that counted.)

Honey quickly got drowsy during the ride and
didn’t really wake up until the long, shallow descent to the
Master’s villa. It was a secluded cove, untouched by humanity
except for the enormous villa, the docks and the yacht moored at
the dock. And the beach chairs and umbrellas and toys scattered on
the beach. But other than that and the scattering of people on the
beach, pristine.

Delia led Honey into the villa after gagging
her and linking her hands behind her back. Delia wasn’t a
slavegirl, more of an administrative assistant who handled
slavegirls. It wasn’t a normal administrative assistant duty, but
oligarchs generally paid their personal staff so much that they
handled a LOT of stuff that wasn’t normal. Mere consensual
slavegirl wrangling was light duty for them.

The entrance to the villa had huge wooden
doors that were wide open during most days. The doors were equipped
with air curtains that kept the air temperate, but let in the
wonderful sea air from the beach.

Inside the floor were all marble, polished,
smooth and cool. Delia led Honey across the wide anteroom and had
her sit in a well-padded chair, tying her leash to the arm of the
chair. It wasn’t that she was afraid of Honey running off. It was
that Dracos liked it that way.

Then again, so did Honey.

A few moments later, Delia returned, picked
up Honey’s leash and said “Heel,” and Honey heeled to Delia, who
led her to Dracos’ office, a huge room just off the anteroom, where
Dracos worked at a huge wooden desk. He was seated there now,
gazing at a huge terminal.

“I hear you took yourself to your limit
today, Honey,” he said as Delia paused a respectful meter from
him.

“Yeff, maffa,” Honey said through the
gag.

“Ungag her, Delia,” said Dracos. “Are you
feeling all right, girl?”

“I feel fine, Master,” Honey said. “It was
just a blood pressure thing.”

“So I heard,” said Dracos. “Do you feel up to
desk duty?”

“Yes, Master,” Honey said, smiling. She made
a point of always showing eagerness for desk duty. It was her best
opportunity to spy. Plus, she liked it, overall.

“Good, Phoebe has been at it for a while,”
said Dracos. He enjoyed having Honey do desk duty. Honey had made
sure of that.

Dracos pulled his chair out from under the
desk, revealing that he was naked from the waist down and that his
cock was half-erect.

“Out, Phoebe,” said Dracos, and a naked girl
crawled out from under the desk, moving slowly as her hands were
bound behind her back. She was Phoebe, one of several “local”
(i.e., Greek) slavegirls Dracos more or less owned. They, like
Honey, were well paid for their slavegirlery, though probably not
nearly so well paid as Honey.

Phoebe smiled at her Master then walked over
and stood next to Delia. A long electrical wire trailed behind her,
as if she was plugged in to something. She had a ballgag hanging
from her neck as Honey had. What she wore that Honey did not wear
was a belt with a crotch strap. Delia walked over to Phoebe and put
her gag in her mouth and then unfastened her belt, removing the
waist strap first and then slowly and carefully pulling out the
crotch strap. As she did so a gleaming dildo vibrator slid out of
Phoebe’s pussy. The electrical wire hung out of the other end of
the vibrator, which was vibrating. Delia turned it off via a switch
at its base. Then she picked up the device and walked over to
Honey.

Honey didn’t have to be told, she bent over
at the waist and spread her legs. Delia easily shoved the very wet
and sticky dildo up Honey’s pussy and fastened the waist belt in
place, and just like that, the dildo was now strapped inside Honey.
Delia flipped the switch at the base of the vibrator, and just like
that, she was turned on, literally.

“In you go,” said Dracos, and Honey
obediently got down on her knees next to the desk and quickly and
easily crawled into the space underneath the desk. It was a very
large desk, made expressly to comfortably fit a naked woman in the
space inside it.

“I want you to start out at about Level 2,”
Dracos said as Honey fitted her knees into the specially built
thick foam pads that rested on the floor under the desk. “And I
insist that you cum every hour while you’re down there. Can’t have
you passing out with my cock in your mouth.” Then he scooched his
chair forward so that his lower torso was once again concealed
beneath the desk, along with Honey herself.

“Yes, Master,” Honey said, leaning forward
and taking his cock in her mouth. “Level 2” meant very gentle cock
sucking. Master Dracos had developed a Cocksucking Scale that ran
from 1 to 10, with 1 being no cocksucking at all, just holding his
cock in her mouth, to 10 which was sucking his cock to make him cum
in her mouth as fast as possible. Dracos’ Cocksucking Scale was
designed to allow him to work efficiently and well for long hours
at his desk. He had conceived the idea as an idle fantasy involving
a fleshlight with variable settings as a young man. As a very
successful middle-aged man, the Chief Operating Officer of Global
Transport Enterprises, he had realized his fantasy with actual
women, which he found much more enjoyable and so very, very
productive.

He had the women mostly suck him at a low
point on the scale, a 2 or a 3, depending, which he found mildly
pleasurable. Eventually as these things go, it got a LOT more
pleasurable, and he had his slavegirl increase the intensity of her
efforts until he was ready to cum, at which point he had them at
top levels and he came in their mouths. Then it was back to Level 1
until they cycle began again.

The thing is, Dracos had gotten very
accustomed to having his cock in a woman’s mouth as a result of his
practice, and his cock could remain half erect but not fully
aroused for a very long time. Which as far as he was concerned was
a win.

So Honey gently sucked on Dracos’ cock, not
in any hurry to arouse him. She liked sucking his cock like this
because she found she could slip into a trance-like state that was
like a milder version of subspace. She would start out by
practicing her version of mindfulness meditation. Mindfulness
meditation involved many things, but this was sexual mindfulness,
which was what they called it when they had taught it to Honey at
the Bascom Slave Training facility.

She limited the sexual mindfulness exercise
to three things. She practiced body scanning, which ordinarily
consisted of mentally scanning one’s entire body. She didn’t scan
her entire body, she just scanned her mouth and her wrists, which
were always cuffed together behind her back while on desk duty per
Draco’s orders. She focused on the physical sensations of her
mouth, the feel of the cock inside it, the taste of it, the smell
of it, and the way her lips were stretched around it.

She also focused on the position of her
wrists, enclosed in leather cuffs and linked together. She could
not use her hands. She was just a mouth, being used. She sometimes
tugged at her binds a little to reinforce that feeling of
helplessness.

She also practiced motion awareness, focusing
on the way the cock slid in and out of her mouth as she bobbed her
head from time to time, and the way her tongue caressed it.

Finally, she practiced loving awareness,
allowing feelings of love for herself to flow and take root (it was
easy, she was quite fond of herself most of the time) and she then
extended it to include Dracos, the possessor of the cock she was
sucking.

“I will not lie to you,” said her training
Master at the Bascom slave training facility. “Not all clients will
be lovable. Like any group of human beings they vary in that
regard. But almost all of them will have some lovable trait,
probably several, and it will be very much to your advantage to
focus on their lovable traits and love them for those traits. It
will make your service much more pleasant.”

And that instructor had been absolutely
right.

Now she let her positive feelings flow as she
relaxed and enjoyed the blowjob as a gift of energy and love. It
sounded so abstract and New-Agey when she thought of it like that,
but the actual meditation process was a simple, basic physical
thing. It was just that associating all these pleasant, positive
thoughts and emotions with that physical thing made it so much more
pleasurable.

It was easy to do, with practice, and Honey
had had a lot of practice what with one cock and another. Soon her
eyes grew unfocused and her breathing regular as she became
entranced, focused on Dracos’ cock and her enjoyment of it.

But though her focus was on Dracos’ cock,
that wasn’t all that was going on. Dracos was working at his
computer. She could hear the soft drumming of his fingers on the
keyboard and feel the tiny shifts in his torso as he typed.
Occasionally, he spoke on the computer, sometimes on the phone. He
spoke English sometimes, and Greek at other times, and on occasion
something that sounded like pidgin Chinese. Honey had a little
Greek, not much, not enough to understand what he was saying, which
was a shame. She knew that “bunker oil” or “heavy fuel oil” as it
was called, was “Ladi Kafsimon” in Greek and she thought she had
heard Dracos use the term a couple of times, but without any
knowledge of what the other words he was speaking were, she wasn’t
able to figure out what he was saying when he spoke Greek.

But she heard what he did say quite clearly,
because her mind, although focused on the cock sucking, wasn’t full
of words and such. The part of her minds that understood words got
them very clearly. It was just a shame that about half the words
were Greek.

Several times someone came into the office
and spoke to Dracos. Honey’s instructions were clear: at such
times, she was to keep doing what she was doing unless instructed
otherwise. It worked out great for Honey, because that way she
didn’t have to lose her mindfulness. And her hearing was very sharp
as a result. Unfortunately, what they spoke of was invariably
mundane business.

For example, about thirty minutes into the
blowjob, Dracos’ business assistant came in. (That wasn’t her
actual title, it was just the way Honey thought of her.)

“Dispatch from base five, thought you should
see it,” she said. She was just another noise to Honey, the bulk of
her focus was on Dracos’ cock, and she did not fail to notice that
his cock had stiffened slightly when his business assistant came
in. Dracos wanted to fuck her at some level. Of course he did, he
was a man. Honey did not judge him for that. All men wanted to fuck
a lot of different women at a basic level, in her experience (well
all cishet men). It was how they handled those urges that were
worthy of judgment. Dracos came off OK in that regard. He wanted
what he wanted when he wanted it, but he recognized boundaries and
didn’t try to push. It undoubtedly helped that he had several sex
slaves who were available anytime to satisfy his every sexual
whim.

But of course he’d want someone he wasn’t
supposed to have. That was the way men were, in Honey’s
considerable experience. The thing about Draco was, he wouldn’t
rape his business assistant or even make a play for her, because he
valued her business skills. Of course not being a harasser or a
rapist was a pretty low threshold to clear. But given how much
clout Dracos had locally, he could probably have raped any of his
female staff with little or no consequences to him. Probably it
would have taken bribes that amounted to little more than chump
change for an oligarch like Dracos.

It was Dracos’ own morality that kept his
people safe from his urges.

There was a moment of silence while Dracos
scanned the dispatch, whatever that was. Honey wasn’t sure.

“In he middle of the ocean and they still
need water,” said Dracos. “Granted, they need fresh water. Any
ideas?”

“They’re having a lot of flooding in Mexico
thanks to Tropical Storm Citroen,” said the assistant. “You should
be able to get 20 or 30 thousand gallons from one of their offshore
islands just by catching some runoff in a collection hose and
paying off a few people.”

“Do it,” said Dracos. “And have the
engineering people think of something long term, desalinization
plant or something.”

“Yes, boss,” said the voice.

Immediately after his business assistant
left, Honey heard Dracos say, “Level 4” and she worked his cock
harder, not super hard, but it got hard fast anyway. Level 4 was
followed by level 6 and then a few moments later, level 8 and then
he came in Honey’s mouth.

Honey swallowed and then went to Level 1,
holding his cock in her mouth but not manipulating it in any way.
Honey found the whole experience delightful. She knew who Dracos
must have been thinking about when he came in Honey’s mouth. It
wasn’t Honey. She was just a tool.

So wonderfully humiliating.

Later, she came while she was sucking Dracos’
cock at level 3, without even intending do. She just did. Since she
was under orders to cum she let herself go, but she had to struggle
to keep silent and still and not exceed cocksucking level 3. It was
hard, very hard, but she managed it.

She even got a “Good Girl” from Draco when
she crawled out from under the desk when Clio, another of Dracos’
harem slaves, came to relieve her. So deliciously patronizing.

 





Chapter 3

A Gift From Ariadne

 


“Dinner and the night off for Honey,” Dracos
ordered Cassia, the night shift personal assistant for Dracos, as
she leashed Honey up. “She’s had a long day.”

“Yes, sir,” said Cassia. She led Honey out of
the room and said, “Dracos sounded pleased, you must have done
well.”

“I suppose so, Mistress,” said Honey.

“Let’s get you to the dining room then,” said
Cassia. She took Honey downstairs to the staff dining room where
she knelt at a small table designed for the slavegirls. A moment
later the staff server came out.

“What’ll it be, girl?” he asked.

“I’d loves some of that bourdetta if you have
any, with a traditional salad,” said Honey. “Maybe with some water
and white wine to drink?”

“Sounds fine, girl,” said the server. “Be
back shortly.”

Honey sat at the table and tried not to
drool, even though she didn’t have a gag in her mouth. The chef who
ran Dracos’ kitchen could have gotten a job at almost any five-star
hotel in the world, in Honey’s opinion. She had never been
sufficiently interested in food to ever have any interest in
“stealing” a chef, but after a few meals at Dracos’ she had
entertained the thought of stealing his chef, because he was too
damned good.

The waiter came back with Honey’s water, wine
and salad, said, “Enjoy” and headed off after checking to see if
she wanted anything in the way of condiments. Honey did not want
anything, not even salt or pepper, because this chef knew her taste
buds better than she did.

The salad was as always fresh and tasty, the
traditional Greek salad veggies, bright and crisp and succulent,
with a dressing that had the usual olive oil flavor but also some
subtle flavors that made her mouth glad to be alive, working
beautifully with the flavors of the veggies in the salad as well as
the feta cheese and the kalamata olives.

After the salad came the bourdetta. It was a
traditional Greek fish stew, very popular. Honey had had it a
couple of times in clubs in the Mediterranean, and it had been OK,
but Dracos’ chef’s version of bourdetta was more than OK, it was
incredible. An incredibly rich, tasty tomato sauce full of flavors
from various herbs and seasonings as well as the fish itself, which
was scrumptious, whatever it was.

It was served with Greek potatoes, also
delicious, and rustic bread of some kind which Honey used to sop up
the last remnants of the bourdetta from the large bowl it was
served in.

Afterward, Callia took Honey to the harem
where she and the other slavegirls stayed. She logged Honey in at
the pad by the door and then sent in her in. It closed behind her
with a silent whoosh.

Honey stepped in and, as required by harem
custom, stepped over to the six-foot marble phallus that stood by
the door and gave it a hug and a kiss. It was a traditional Greek
thing. Or maybe Roman, Honey wasn’t sure. But it was definitely
worked for a harem.

“Hey, Honey!” cried Ariadne from the hot tub,
waving. Daphne and Clio waved to Honey and she headed over to the
pool and slid in. That was one of the nice things about being
naked, you didn’t have to undress to swim or bathe. Or dress
afterward.

Honey did pause to remove her ankle shackles
and wrist cuffs once she was sitting in the submerged polished
granite bench that ran around the pool abut a foot deep under the
water. The copper shackles heated up in the pool’s heated water and
got extremely uncomfortable if you left them on. Same with her
collar, but if your head was underwater long enough for that to be
a problem, you had other, more pressing problems.

The room Honey was in was a harem, but
instead of “Asian potentate” it was done in classical Greek style.
The floor and the walls were all polished marble. The walls had
beautifully done tiled images of women having sex with satyrs,
sucking their cocks and being fucked by them, all very explicit.
There was a large, shallow pool next to the hot tub pool, where you
could actually swim if you desired, and Honey had done her share of
laps in it.

It was all very elegant, all very Greek, all
very tasteful in a tasteless sort of way, and Honey loved it.

“So I heard you passed out at the Institute
for the Fashionably Insane today,” Daphne said. Daphne was a
brunette with golden olive skin that had a way of shimmying in
strong light. She was strikingly beautiful, in a classical, severe
sort of way. Her face was her fortune, and she had one of those
faces whose beauty would likely last a lifetime.

“News travels fast around here,” Honey said,
smiling. “Yeah, I passed out. They had me in a full body cage,
edging myself with this metal dildo, and all around me they had
other girls doing sexy things. I wasn’t allowed to cum and after
about three hours I passed out. But just for a little bit. I woke
up as soon as they started yelling at me.”

Daphne started giggling.

“You were only s little bit passed out, were
you also only a little bit pregnant?” she asked.

Honey shook her head, smiling. “I guess you
have a point, I was totally passed out, while I was passed out. I
just wasn’t passed out for long.”

“You gotta watch that edging, Honey,” said
Ariadne calmly. Calm seemed to surround Ariadne like an invisible
cloak. She had one of the most striking faces Honey had ever seen
on a woman. Ariadne struck Honey as being a bull woman. Not that
her face was masculine, but it was broad, she had wide cheeks, a
broad forehead and a wide jaw that tapered beautifully down to a
well-rounded chin. She had a straight nose that ended in wide, flat
nostrils.

And most of all, there were Ariadne’s eyes,
big ovals that were set widely apart. They were a beautiful olive
green, and they had a calm, alert, assured quality to them. Her
eyes had the look of a bull that was in its paddock, and who was
certain that he ruled it, and anybody who thought differently would
soon be leaving at top speed, at the point of his horns.

Ariadne could have made bank easily as a
dominatrix, hell, if she’d crooked her finger at Honey, Honey would
have submitted to her, and Honey wasn’t all that gay. But Honey was
submissive, and Ariadne had the dominatrix thing down cold, by
nature. She could have been an irresistible dominatrix, if she’d
wanted to.

Except that Ariadne was certain she was a
submissive, not a dominatrix, and she showed absolutely no interest
in dominating anyone. Honey thought it was weird, but she wasn’t
about to argue the point with Ariadne. Ariadne brooked no
argument.

“Yeah, I never did edging for over an hour
before,” said Honey. “Generally it was someone else edging me.”

“Well now at least you know your limit,” said
Ariadne. “How was the orgasm, when you had it?”

“Well, I didn’t have the orgasm until almost
an hour after I woke up, and it wasn’t all that great,” said Honey.
“You’d think with all that edging it would be, but when I came
after they put me back out on the floor, it was just kind of
average.”

“If you’d cum before you passed out, it would
have been way different, trust me,” said Daphne. “I once got edged
for two hours before I was allowed to cum, and when I did, it was
like my pussy exploded. I squirted and yelled and came and came. It
was great, but there’s easier ways to have orgasms.”

“Oh, god yes,” Honey agreed. She was having
some trouble understanding Daphne because the other slavegirls
spoke a combination of English and Greek, mostly English because
Honey didn’t have a lot of Greek, but Daphne’s English was a little
weak. Still they managed to communicate, mostly. And Honey was
picking up Greek fast. Being fluent in Greek wasn’t absolutely
necessary for her to do her job for Bascom, as she mostly had
either a gag or a cock in her mouth when she was with Dracos, and
his English was excellent. But she wasn’t just working for
Bascom.

“So how long were you at the exhibit?”
Ariadne asked. “You left kinda early, I think.”

“I was just there for five hours,” said
Honey. “When Delia checked in with me, he had me take over desk
duty for Phoebe after making sure I was OK.”

“He sure likes having you suck his cock,”
Daphne observed.

“Probably because I like sucking his cock,
and he knows it,” said Honey.

“Oh yeah, that weird mind thing you do,” said
Daphne.

“Exactly,” said Honey agreeably.

“Trust the Bascom Agency to turn a mental
wellness exercise into a perverted cock sucking technique,” said
Ariadne.

“Works for me,” said Honey with just a trace
of smugness.

“Does it make it harder for you to stay in
your trance or whatever when Dracos is talking on the phone?”
Daphne asked. “When he starts up with that raid-fire business talk,
I find it real distracting.”

“In my case it probably helps that he’s
speaking Greek half the time and with that high-speed delivery of
his, I can’t understand a word he is saying,” Honey said. “After a
while even the English stuff just turns into mush.”

“Ah, he’s all yammer-yammer-yammer,” and
you’re just “I have a cock to suck here, Master!” said Daphne.

“Exactly,” said Honey, smiling.

“It’s the same for me, too,” said
Ariadne. “I mean, I can understand it, but it’s all just boring
business talk. ‘Send the cargo to Mozambique then’ or ‘The contract
said we had to deliver on May 17th
and we did, the rest is your problem’ or ‘Just bribe the
harbormaster, he’s as corrupt as fuck and can be had cheaply.’ I
don’t care about any of that. Unlike Honey, I know what he’s
saying, but it’s still boring as fuck. Just let me suck that cock
in peace. I mean, I can understand why he likes us to suck his cock
at such times, it probably bores him too.”

“He liked it because he’s a man,” said
Daphne. “If they could manage it, they’d have all of us sucking all
of the cocks, all of the time.

“What gets me is, when you’ve done desk duty
for a while, you realize that most of the time he is just saying
the same damn things over and over again,” said Ariadne. “Crude is
up in Venezuela, divert there. Higher tariffs in Colombo, go to
Mangaluru. What do you mean, you ran out of engine sensors
replacements?” Always the same thing, all the time, over and over
again.”

A penny dropped in Honey’s mind when she
heard these words. She struggled to maintain her air of relaxed
interest, but her mind was racing a mile a minute. When the
conversation turned to Master Dracos’ O-face it was such a relief.
It was a shared bit of comedy for all of them, and Honey was able
to easily and naturally share in it.

Half an hour later, Honey said the hot tub
was making her sleepy and she toweled off and headed off to her
room after putting her bracelets and cuffs back on. Her head was
spinning, but she knew what to do. She had to get the word out to
the Initiative. She had to figure out exactly how to do it without
giving herself away, and while talking to friends of hers about
other things. Nothing to it.

Honey walked through the archway that led to
her room (no doors in the harem other than the main door which was
kept locked from the outside). She laid on the bed and thought for
a moment. The problem was, she actually had had a long day and with
the food and the hot tub her eyes did not want to stay open. The
natural thing to do would be to go to sleep at this point. And the
information she had wasn’t particularly time sensitive. So she
picked up her phone, stared at it for a moment as if thinking about
calling someone, then sighed and put the cell phone back down on
her nightstand and pulled a sheet over herself and drifted off to
sleep.

The next morning Honey awakened knowing
exactly what to do. She didn’t bother checking with anyone to see
if she was on duty – when they wanted her, they came and got her.
There were no duty rosters, all the slaves were considered to be
available 24/7. They were slaves, after all. (But as a practical
matter, things got planned out.)

It worked for Honey.

Honey went out to the main room where there
was coffee and pastries. Delicious Greek pastries. She came back
and put her breakfast on the nightstand and picked up her phone and
called a couple of friends. It was 9 am local time, 11 pm local
time in Los Angeles and environs, where a lot of her friends lived.
A good time to call or text, which is why she called in the
mornings.

She listened to her friends and told them
about her exciting experience passing out while suspended in a full
body cage from too much edging. Some expressed shock at the notion
that there could be too much edging. Honey assured them that there
could be. And as she spoke with her friends, she chose her words
very carefully, using certain words and phrases to describe her
experiences and state of mind. The whole point of that was when she
called her friend Natalie, who was a listening post for the
Initiative, she could use those words and phrases and seem entirely
natural and harmless.

“Hey, Natalie!” Honey said. “What’s up?”
(“What’s up” was a code phrase that means “possibly useful
information coming.”)

“Nothing much,” replied Natalie. “What’s up
with you?”

“Well I had the wildest experience
yesterday,” said Honey. “Something that’s never happened before.
You’ll never guess it.” “Never guess” meant “information about
subject’s codes.” (Almost all of Honey’s owners were rich enough to
need coded messages as a matter of routine.)

“You’re right, I’ll never guess, because I’m
not even going to try,” said Natalie. “You’ll have to just tell
me.” (“Tell me” meant “all clear on this end.”)

“All right, you twisted my arm,” said Honey.
“OK, I was doing this public scene, and I was hanging from the
ceiling in a full body cage, except the legs could move a little.
And there was a thigamajig that had a metal dildo on it that went
in and out of my pussy when I moved my legs. And I had to keep
edging myself with the dildo the whole time I was in the cage, on
orders of the Master.” (Most of this wasn’t code, just a
description of what was going on, except the phrase “on orders of
the Master” meant “this is information about something my subject
is personally doing.” As opposed to something he was having his
people do. (If she had wanted to say she was doing something her
Master had ordered, she would have said “by order of the Master”
which was not code.)

“You mean on orders of your pussy, girl,”
Natalie said smirkily. (No code here.)

“Let’s just say that my pussy and the Master
see eye-to-eye on that,” said Honey. (“Eye-to-eye” was another code
phrase. It meant “repetitive words or phrasing.”) “Anyway, I did it
for, like, three hours, and it made me so freaking horny. I had to
keep looking at all all the other people in the scene who were
doing all kinds of sexy scenes and I kept getting more and more
turned on until I finally passed out. It was weird.” (“Keep
looking” or “keep from looking” were code phrases, they both meant
“search” and finished up Honey’s coded message to the
Initative.)

“Sounds like fun, actually,” said
Natalie.

“It was!” Honey exclaimed. “I mean, it wore
me out, but I loved every minute of it. And everybody was so
worried and so concerned when I woke up. They took me to a nurse to
make sure I was OK.” (“me out” was a code phrase, it meant “end of
coded message.”)

“That actually sounds a little scary,” said
Natalie. “I guess they were just taking care of your though.”
(“Care” was code for “message received.”)

Honey and Natalie chatted a few minutes more
before Honey hung up, just to obscure the coded portion of the
message more. It was standard practice.

The message Honey had delivered in code was
“There is something you need to know about my subject’s codes.
Codes that the subject is personally using. Repetitive words and
phrases – search for them.”)

It wasn’t much, and Honey bitterly regretted
that she was unable to give examples of the phrases she was
referring to, because she knew three of them. They were the three
phrases Ariadne had cited while she was complaining about how
repetitive Master Dracos was when he talked business on the phone.
If any of the terms had been terms that were in Honey’s codes, she
could have made a coded reference for them, but they weren’t. And
there was no way she could use terms like “tariffs” “Venezuela” or
“engine sensors” without giving away the game to any of Dracos’
security people who were listening in on her. Not that she thought
any live human was listening in, but she was pretty sure a security
AI was monitoring all her text and calls. And if she said or texted
anything that included any of Dracos’ code phrases, it would light
up like a Christmas tree. Especially since there was no way she
could work words like “Mangaluru” or “tariffs” into her speech
without arousing suspicion. She didn’t even know what a “Mangaluru”
was. It sounded like something that might hurt you.

Honey was pretty sure she had done her best
without breaking cover under the circumstances, and that would have
to do. Hopefully the Initiative intelligence analysts would go
through all the records of Dracos’ communications, find the code
phrases due to their repetition and figure out what they really
meant.

The thing was, code words and phrases were a
pretty standard thing, and Honey would have guessed that the
Initiative intel people would already have gone over Dracos’
communications with a fine-toothed comb, given that he was already
under enough suspicion to warrant human intelligence efforts, i.e.,
Honey herself. But as Chadsworth had made very clear, it was just
her job to report anything she found the least little bit useful or
suspicious, no matter what it was. Don’t second-guess it, just pass
it on and let the intel people figure out if it’s something they
could use. Hers was not to reason why, etc., etc.

So Honey ate her breakfast, finished her
calls and went out for a run on Dracos’ beach. She always made sure
to wear her leather cuffs and collar for a beach run, as the metal
cuffs and collars could inflict some painful bruises as her legs
and armed pistoned while running. Otherwise, she ran naked. She
loved running naked, and would have done it back in LA if people
weren’t so freaky about such things. Sometimes she thought about
buying an island so she could run naked as much as she wanted to.
But it seemed like a lot of trouble to go to. So she just wore a
bikini when she ran in LA and had a security guy run with her. It
was just so much simpler.

After her run, it was getting close to Master
Dracos’ playtime, so she went to the harem and had a shower. Then
she went to the harem salon where the beauticians were already
working on Phoebe, Clio, Daphne and Ariadne, who were already in
various stages of beautification. There were the usual warm
greeting all around as Honey settled in a chair and let the
beauticians treat her hair, nails, face and body to Dracos’
preferences. Idle gossip with the beauticians was the order of the
day, and Honey passing out while being exhibited was a big hit with
the hairdressers. It seemed like minor stuff to Honey, but other
than sex things were fairly dull in a harem, and any little thing
was grist for the gossip mills.

An hour later they were all looking like
proper harem girls, their hair nicely done up, their nails
beautifully lacquered, their faces and skins made up carefully, and
all their pubic hair, if any, carefully removed. Dracos’ estate
nurse came in and gave them all their usual daily check-up. (Dracos
had a thing about illness and if any of them had had anything even
as minor as a cold they would have been excused from play that
day.)

Of course the nurse had heard about Honey
passing out at the Fashionably Insane Institute, and the nurse gave
her plenty of attention. But as usual Honey’s vitals checked out
fine.

“You healthy girl,” said nurse Thalia. “But
you watch it. You Americans do not pay attention to your
limits.”

“Yes, nurse, I will,” Honey said. “No more
three hour edging marathons for me.”

Thalia was clearly unsure whether or not this
was a sincere apology or not, but she let it go. Honey just glowed
with health, as did all the whores pretending to be slavegirls. It
must be an agreeable life if you were a certain sort of woman,
Thalia supposed, and these were definitely a certain sort of
woman.

 





Chapter 4

Harem Orgy

 


When Honey was fully made up and beautified,
she headed out into the main room to hang out with the rest of the
harem girls and wait for their Master’s arrival. Afternoons were
playtime for Dracos. Local time had very little to do with his
responsibilities, stuff happened 24/7 with a worldwide shipping
firm.

But when he entered his harem, or his
“Isolation Chamber” as it was officially known, he was not to be
disturbed. The official story was that he went to his Isolation
Chamber to clear his mind and think deep thoughts about the future.
There were maybe half a dozen people on the planet who had the
privilege of interrupting him while he was in his Isolation
Chamber, and none of them were inclined to abuse that
privilege.

His staff knew that they’d lose their jobs if
they contacted him about anything less than the building being on
fire or the entire firm becoming embroiled in a major catastrophe.
They knew it because several of them had made errors of judgment
along those lines and lost their jobs as a result.

And that was why harem time was almost never
interrupted.

Harem time generally lasted several hours, at
least two, more often three or four, sometimes eight or ten. Every
so often, Dracos didn’t enter the harem at all for a day or several
days. But those were rare occasions.

Prior to Dracos’ arrival, there was no set
pattern to their activities, it was just from noon to whenever that
they were supposed to maintain the high gloss of beauty the salon
girls had given them and to be available instantly for the
Master.

Mostly they stayed in the central room
together, talking or reading or whatever. Sometimes one or more of
them retired to their own room in the back section to read or do
whatever. But they were a gregarious bunch and liked to talk. Honey
always made herself available so the others wouldn’t think she was
a stuck-up loner, as some Bascom girls apparently were. (The Bascom
girls tended to come and go at short intervals, the local girls
tended to last longer.) Also, she never knew when she might hear
something useful.

Honey also figured it might work to her
advantage as a spy to be on good terms with the other girls, and
also it made for more peaceful times when the Master wasn’t
around.

Honey liked to work on her slave poses while
she was waiting, mixed in with some of the less strenuous yoga
poses. It kept her limber and she also found it very mildly
arousing. Sometimes one or more of the other girls joined her in
practicing the slave poses, though none practiced yoga.

“I will do yoga when I am old and need to be
able to stretch,” said Ariadne. “As it is I can do almost a full
split. That’s enough for most practical purposes.”

There was a person in the harem who was much
bendier than Honey, bendy though she was. That was Phoebe, the
slavegirl she had relieved from desk duty last night. Phoebe was
the spinner of the group. She was smaller than the rest of them, 4
foot 9 and 130 pounds. She was small but curvy, with large round
breasts and hips and tiny hands and huge eyes. She was also a
contortionist, and every day she went through a set of exercises
that made Honey’s yoga stretching look like a grandma trying to
stretch long-dormant muscles in a senior citizen yoga class.

“How do you do that?” Honey asked one day
after Phoebe had entertained Dracos by passing her entire naked
body through the unstrung head of a tennis racket.

“Oh, just constant practice since childhood,”
Phoebe said. “Plus I was born with EDS.”

“What’s EDS?” Phoebe asked.

“EDS, it’s some weird thing that gives
you stretchy collagen,” said Phoebe. “Very handy for the aspiring
young contortionist.”

“Were you an aspiring young contortionist?”
Honey asked.

“Not so much,” said Phoebe thoughtfully. “I
just kind of took my stretchiness as a gift and ran with it. Worked
out very well,” she added, waving an improbably free hand at her
luxurious harem surroundings.

“Couldn’t you have been a regular
contortionist and done shows?” Honey asked.

“Sure,” said Phoebe. “But where’s the fun in
that? Anyway, the contortionist shows are just marketing. They all
want to fuck us. They watch us stretch and imagine the ways they
could fuck us. So we let them fuck us after the show, for money.
Makes a lot more than the shows do.”

“Ah,” said Honey.

“I mean, I COULD do just the shows, but why
would I turn all that money down?” Phoebe asked. “Besides, where’s
the fun in just doing the shows?”

“Exactly,” said Honey. “I mean, I could just
be a rich bitch but where’s the fun in that?”

Phoebe gave Honey a look.

“You know we are all crazy here for wanting
to be slavegirls, I get this,” said Phoebe. “But you are by FAR the
craziest bitch I ever met. If someone had told me a woman like you
actually existed I would never have believed it. Yet here you are.
Fortunately, you are nice crazy, which is also weird, but I will
take it.”

“Surely you understand the appeal of
submitting to a powerful man and being his total slave, if only for
a while,” said Honey.

“Oh, god yes,” said Phoebe. “But it’s like
the EDS. I accept it and use it. But if I was rich I would do
everything all on my own terms, you know.”

“Yeah, but if it’s all on your own terms,
it’s not so slavey, trust me,” said Honey. “Nothing takes the
appeal out of being a man’s total slave slut like knowing he
respects you for all the money you have, no matter how abjectly you
suck his cock with his collar around your neck and a tailhook stuck
up your ass.”

“I believe I could handle that,” Phoebe said
judiciously.

“I believe you could,” Honey had agreed. She
had a knack for disagreeing with people without letting it become
an argument.

Dracos entered the harem a little after 1 pm
as usual, and the moment he entered the harem all the girls put
down what they were doing and rushed to his feet, kneeling in nadu
position with their hands behind their back, beaming up at him,
their eyes shining.

And the thing was, they weren’t faking it,
not one of them. They were all really liked Dracos and were ready
to be Mastered senseless by him and they were just letting it
show.

Dracos smiled back at them.

“Greetings, girls, it is so good to see you,”
said Dracos. “You are a sight for sore eyes, all of you, after the
people I had to deal with last night. Now disrobe me and let’s have
some fun!”

“Yes, Master!” five voices said sweetly, not
in unison but it was still a beautiful thing to Dracos’ ears.

They immediately swarmed Dracos, removing his
coat, his shirt, his pants, his shoes, his socks and his
underpants. Naked, he was a nicely built middle-aged man with a bit
of fat at his waistline but no sag to his muscles like some men
got. He had a nice cock and a sense of self-assurance that went
well with it.

“To the playroom!’ he declared, and the girls
all headed into a large door set to one side of the swimming pool.
It opened onto a room done is the same elegant, tasteful classical
Greek style as the main room, but instead of a swimming pool, it
had sex toys. Lots and lots and lots of sex toys, filling the very
large room except for a bare space at one end. The wall that
adjoined the swimming pool was hung with hooks and from them
dangled a marvelous array of hoods, gags, whips, clamps, clasps,
leashes, cuffs, manacles and whatnot, enough to keep all five
slavegirls in the room so thoroughly bound that not one of them
would be able to move a muscle. (This rarely happened under Dracos,
but it was the thought that counted.)

At one end of the room was a large throne
with plenty of rings for shackling slavegirls, and Dracos headed
straight for it. He seated himself and said, “Ariadne, cuff Honey,
Honey cock duty. The rest of you, display.”

“Yes, Master,” five voices said, and Ariadne
cuffed Honey’s hands behind her back and Honey walked in front of
Dracos, sank to her knees, spread them wide and then leaned over
and took Dracos’ cock in her mouth and started sucking it at about
Level 2, rapidly moving up to Level 4 and holding. Dracos generally
liked his dick sucked enthusiastically in the harem unless he was
in a refractory period. And he liked Honey sucking his cock because
she was the best cocksucker among the girls.

Although Honey had a sneaking suspicion that
having a woman with a net worth in the high hundreds of millions of
dollars sucking his cock with her hands bound behind her back also
might have been a factor.

The other girls assumed the “display pose as
Honey sucked Dracos’ cock, standing upright, their chins raised,
their legs spread slightly wider than their torsos, their hands
clasping the backs of their necks. Dracos sat there, looking at
them, occasionally glancing at the various bondage devices and toys
spread before him. He was thinking about what he wanted to do to
his girls. The thing he wanted most was to bury his cock in one of
their pussies repeatedly and make a good run at fucking her brains
out. That was definitely going to happen. But there were five of
them, and he liked to keep them all busy. So he thought about what
he wanted them to do for a minute or three, his thoughts well
fueled by Honey’s mouth working his cock. It wasn’t that her lip
and tongue action were all that better than everyone else’s -- she
was a match for any of them and maybe just a tad bit better than
any of them, but the real thing was, she so clearly loved sucking
his cock. It wasn’t faked, she liked it. For the others it was a
duty they enjoyed, but still a duty. Honey gave the impression that
she had a clit somewhere in her throat.

“Ok, girls, I want Phoebe gagged and on the
anal pretzel slammer with Honey dildo gagged and doing the slamming
while on a sybian,” he said, quickly deciding. “I want Ariadne
gagged and wearing a double vibe belt while dominating Honey and
working Phoebe with a wand. I want Daphne bound in a legs-up
spreadeagle on the bed with a dildo gag head harness on her. I want
Clio in a dildo gag, too, with her hands cuffed behind her back,
standing next to the bed awaiting orders. Set up Daphne and Clio
first, then Ariadne, you set up yourself, then Phoebe, then Honey
when I release her. Everybody got it?”

“Yes, Master!” came four clear voices while
Honey could only manage a “Yeff, maffa” with Dracos’ cock in her
mouth.

Ariadne got a lot of toys from the wall then
grabbed Daphne by the ring in front of her collar and dragged her
over to the bed. Ariadne was not a dominatrix, but Dracos thought
she was just like everyone else did and he often had her dommeing
the other girls. And Ariadne would domme if Dracos ordered her to,
because that was submitting to him.

Sometimes it was all Honey could do to keep a
straight face in this harem, experienced spy though she was.

Ariadne put a dildo gag head harness on
Daphne then got her on the bed and tied her in a legs-up
spreadeagle, using ropes that were already tied to rings at the
headboard of the bed. She tied Daphne’s wrist cuffs to the corners
of the headboard, stretched above her and wide apart. Then she tied
Daphne’s ankle shackles to the top of the posts on the corners of
the headboard, bringing her legs up high and wide apart, and
raising her butt. It took about a minute.

Meanwhile Phoebe grabbed a dildo gag and
fastened it on Clio’s face. Clio, a golden blonde island girl like
Honey was a golden blonde California girl, accepted the gag with a
resigned expression. She had a pretty good idea what it would be
used for.

“Crank it up to level 8, slut,” Dracos
ordered, and Honey who had paid absolutely no attention to any of
this, got to work on Dracos’ cock with increased vigor, trying to
get him as hard as possible without making him cum. That was her
duty now, and it was a duty she relished.

Meanwhile, Phoebe put the double dildo belt
that Ariadne had grabbed from the toy wall and lubed it up and put
it on Ariadne and turned it on. Then she gagged Ariadne with a cock
gag. (Ariadne’s favorite gag.)

Then Ariadne grabbed Phoebe by the collar
ring and dragged her over to the anal pretzel slammer, feeling the
vibrators inside her spreading their joy, knowing that the vibrator
belt would not be removed until Master ordered it, and reveling in
it. Ariadne took one of the toys she had brought from the bed and
fastened it on Phoebe, a simple ball gag that she strapped in good
and tight.

The anal pretzel slammer was one of the
weirder-looking bondage devices in the playroom, and that was
saying something. It consisted of a T-shaped steel pole. The pole
at the top of the T was about four inches in diameter, and seven
feet long. It was about three feet off the floor and could be
adjusted to varying heights. Leather straps encircles the arms of
the crosspiece at intervals, with rings hanging from them.
Branching off from the base of the T at a 90 degree angle were two
bars that ended in leg cuffs. Soft pads covered and extended from
each of those bars..

And in front of the T-bar was a sybian, a
short one with a nubby pad in front and an anal dildo a little
behind it.

But that wasn’t the weird part. The weird
part was a padded wooden seat that stood in front of the T, its
front edge about two feet in front of it. It was about the size of
an ordinary chair seat, held in place by a central pole bolted to
the floor. A thick U-shaped pole ran under the seat, rising on
either side like supports for chair arms, but ending in smooth
hemispheres instead of chair arms. Straps hung from the posts at
the point where they rose above the pad.

Ariadne led Phoebe over to the “chair”
portion of the anal pretzel slammer. Phoebe sat on the chair then
extended her legs forward to rest on the T-bar, then slid her body
forward until her butt was hanging in midair in front of the seat
and her shoulders and back were resting on the seat. She wrapped
her arms around the “chair arm supports” on either side of the seat
and then slowly and carefully raise one leg and lifted it and kept
lifting it until she had to raise one arm to let her knee rest
against the top of the seat just a little lower than where her
shoulder had been, her ankle now well above her head, her thigh
roughly parallel with her torso. Then Phoebe lowered her arm over
her leg and wrapped it around the chair arm so that it was in the
crook of her elbow.

It was an amazing performance, and no less
amazing when Phoebe repeated it with her other leg and then hooked
her ankles together behind and above her head, so that her head was
resting on her feet like they were a pillow.

Ariadne went to the straps at the base of the
“chair arms” and wrapped them above and below Phoebe’s elbow and
fastened them down. Finally, she moved to Phoebe’s feet and
fastened her ankle shackles together.

Now fully ensconced on the chair seat, in
fact supposedly unable to get off it without being unfastened by
Ariadne, Phoebe’s little round butt was raised higher than her
head, an offering to the T-bar about a foot from it. Her crossed
legs were like a pillow, and Phoebe looked quite relaxed in this
contorted pose, and probably was.

Meanwhile, as Ariadne was setting Phoebe up
in her little chair of comfort, Dracos’ cock got hard as a rock in
Honey’s mouth. When this happened, he said, “Off, slut!” and Honey
hastily let go of Dracos’ cock and leaned back.

“To Ariadne,” he ordered as he rose and
headed for Clio and Daphne, his boner bobbing merrily.

Honey rose and headed over to Ariadne. She
opened her mouth wide and let Ariadne put the head harness dildo
gag on her. She always found the way the dildo hung out in front of
the panel over her mouth mildly funny, and so she was glad to have
the panel hiding her smile.

“On the sybian, slut,” Ariadne ordered. She
was dommeing it up good.

“Yeff, miffiff,” Honey said through the gag
and stepped carefully over to where Phoebe was resting. It was a
tight fit, Phoebe’s butt was just a foot or so from the T-bar.
Honey slid in place and got her butt positioned atop the sybian and
then carefully worked the anal dildo into her butt that Ariadne had
so thoughtfully lubed for her.

“Arms up,” Ariadne ordered, and Honey obeyed,
and Ariadne attached her wrist cuffs to the loops hanging from the
T-bar. Now she was sitting immediately opposite Phoebe’s proffered
ass, the dildo gag practically resting on Poebe’s pussy. Then
Ariadne fastened Honey’s ankles to the cuffs on the T-bar support
and picked up the Sybian remote and turned it on. The buzzy
vibrations of the sybian immediately turned Honey on. Ariadne lubed
up the dildo portion of Honey’s dildo gag and then she lubed up
Phoebe’s ass with practiced skill. She picked up the Hitachi wand,
the last toy she had grabbed from the wall, and with her free hand
she guided Honey’s dildo gag up Phoebe’s ass. Phoebe squirmed a bit
on the seat as the enormous dildo slid up her tiny ass – perhaps
her insides were not quite as bendy as her joints. Still, she was
looking up at Honey’s face and her eyes were merry over the ballgag
that stretched her mouth into an “Oh!” look.

With the dildo fully shoved up Phoebe’s ass,
Ariadne reached down and got a good grip on the top of Honey’s head
and began working it slowly back and forth. Then she brought the
wand she held into play, turning it on and playing about on
Phoebe’s ass with it.

Phoebe’s eyes soon lost their merriment as
the wand worked her clit and pussy. She got that “sex glaze” look,
as Honey thought of it, her eyes smoky as the wand turned her on
and maybe even the butt-fucking as well.

And she was soon getting a vigorous
butt-fucking, because Ariadne was sparing neither Honey nor Phoebe,
she was ramming the dildo gag in and out of Phoebe’s ass like she
meant it, sending Honey’s hair flying as her head rocked helplessly
back and forth.

And the hell of it was, Honey was getting off
on it, too. The sybian was working her pussy with its usual
mechanical relentlessness. The anal dildo that thrust and vibrated
in her ass was getting crossed up in her mind with the thrusting of
her dildo gag in and out of Phoebe’s squirming ass. And she could
smell the sweet musk of Phoebe’s arousal. It was all so
overwhelming, even the feel of Ariade’s hand guiding and
controlling her, and the straps holding her arms up and behind her
and her feet locked in place, too.

Soft moans issued from behind Phoebe’s gag as
well. The assault on her helplessly offered ass was having its
effect. Ariadne was moaning, too, the vibrating dildos in the belt
she wore were just as relentlessly working her ass and pussy as the
vibrators that were working Honey and Phoebe’s asses and
pussies.

There was a sort of erotic electricity going
on between the three of them, all of them cranked up by the
vibrators working them, their soft moans, the musk of their aroused
bodies, it was so arousing and then there was the sight of Dracos
on the bed.

Dracos had headed over to the bed with his
cock bobbing and said, “Get on top of bed, butt in the air over
Daphne’s face, and work your dildo gag into her pussy,” to
Clio.

“Yeff, maffa,” Clio said through her gag. She
hastily climbed onto the bed, slipping under the ropes securing
Daphne’s legs to the headboard very easily considering that her
hands were bound behind her back. She then laid atop Daphne, raised
her butt into the air as far as she could, and carefully started
working her lubed dildo into Daphne’s upthrust pussy. Daphne’s
pussy wasn’t lubed, so Clio went slow and carefully even as she
felt Dracos climbing onto the bed behind her.

In a moment she felt Dracos’ cock easing
between her legs. She was grateful to feel Dracos taking it slow
and easy, since her pussy wasn’t lubed. But Dracos’ cock had been
lubed by Honey’s mouth, and it slid in after a few moments of
resistance.

Dracos rammed his cock easily in and out of
Clio’s pussy while she squirmed and worked her head up and down,
fucking Daphne’s pussy even as Dracos fucked her pussy.

Daphne, tied hand and foot, could only lie
there and take it, and if anyone had asked her, she would have said
she and Phoebe had it better than anyone else. They were tied down,
helpless, and needed only to lie there and take it, because that
was all they COULD do. Daphne really liked it that way.

Dracos soon found his rhythm as he fucked
Clio. He liked her most of all the harem girls, though of course he
would never have revealed any such thing. Playing favorites in a
harem led to such bickering and jealousy, and in very short order.
God knows what it must have been like to manage harems back in the
days when the women in them were either actual slaves or secondary
brides, which was pretty close to slavery in those days. Dracos had
read accounts and decided he liked the modern version where the
women could leave anytime, or be sent away at any time. True, it
gave subordinates more freedom, but at least it gave one a certain
useful distance from them, too. It was much like the difference
between the old way of owning people as slaves and the new way of
paying them just enough wages to live miserable lives. It seemingly
created more freedom but it actually assured one a fresh supply of
workers at all times.

But here in the harem, such thoughts were
alien. It was all soft, yielding flesh, soft cries and moans of
pleasure and sleek beautiful bodies doing his will and enjoying
every moment of it.

He looked over at the anal pretzel slammer,
where Ariadne was repeatedly ramming Honey’s beautiful if endildoed
face into Phoebe’s helpless ass with one hand and wanding Phoebe’s
pussy with the other hand. Ariadne looked so powerful forcing the
two slaves to do his will, but the belt she wore around her waist
showed that she was subject to his will just as much as her two
charges. And Phoebe was just a little bundle of sexy delights, with
her breasts forced together by her legs and most of all that little
round butt of hers thrust into the air, only to be plundered by
Honey’s dildo gag and Ariadne’s wand. Her toes wiggled, semaphoring
her arousal unseen by her because they were behind her head. But
Dracos saw.

Dracos couldn’t see much of Honey as she was
obscured by Phoebe, but he would fix that soon. All of the women in
his harem had been selected at least in part for their striking
beauty. Well, that and their sweet natures. Though it was easy to
see how they got such sweet natures, considering how they survived.
Except for Honey, she didn’t slavegirl to live, she did it strictly
for the pleasure of it. What an exotic creature she was.

Any one of them would have been the star
attraction at any bordello on Earth, and they were all his!

And all these lovely sights and sounds and
smells (they all smelled good, all the time, no matter how hard he
pushed them, how rough and raunchy the sex involved was – how did
they manage it?) were just an accompaniment to the sheer pleasure
of the feeling his cock produced as it slid in and out of Clio’s
cute little slit of a pussy. They melded together into one glorious
symphony of pleasure, and he was the conductor.

Long practice and experience had left Dracos
able to endure such beauty and sexuality for long periods of time
without cumming. It was a gift to Dracos because it meant he could
enjoy the pleasure of fucking these entrancing sex beasts more.

So Darcos let it all flow, the feel of Clio’s
sleek ass in his hands, the moans and sighs of the women, the musk
of raw sex drifting up from Clios ass as he plundered it, the sight
of Clio’s head rising up and down like a hairy oil derrick as she
fucked Daphne’s pussy with her dildo gag, the sight of Phoebe
squirming like a delicious package while Ariadne forced Honey’s
face into her ass again and again and again. It was all a long,
delicious repast of pleasure, and it was all his.

Honey, her head bobbing helplessly, was
wondering why it was taking Dracos so long to cum. She was not in
any kind of distress but the head-bobbing got kind of old after a
while. He’ll, she’d had him ramrod-hard in her mouth. An average
guy would have cum in her mouth, he wouldn’t have even lasted long
enough to fuck Clio. Yet there he was, fucking Clio, and taking his
own sweet time about it.

Honey blamed the desk duty. Dracos had his
cock sucked eight to ten hours a day, every workday. Of course he
had control over his cock. The bastard. Not that Honey blamed him.
He was a man. Men were peculiar creatures, their brains locked in
an eternal, mostly losing struggle with their cocks. Even the ones
who seemed to have control over their cocks were like ducks:
looking calm and collected on top but paddling furiously
underneath.

Of course, that might be just the because of
the sort of men you encountered when you were a slavegirl. But
Honey didn’t really think so. Most of the dominants she’d
encountered seemed, if anything, saner about sex that the vanilla
men. Less harrowingly desperate for sex, just for starters-- the
chudwahs were proof of that. They were pathetic dom wannabes who
saw BDSM as just an easy route to having a sexual relationship all
on their own terms, willing to tell any lie, commit any betrayal,
just to get a slavegirl to give them a fucking blowjob.

Honey had met a quite a few while clubbing as
an out submissive. A rich out submissive, she attracted chudwah
grifters like flies. They disgusted her. Not one had ever fooled
her, not even in the very beginning, though that was probably
because she’d had the good sense to listen to female friends who
were into BDSM and had learned the ropes, so to speak.

She still remembered a conversation she’d had
years ago with her friend Vanessa, who was also a wealthy
submissive.

“No matter how appealing a guy is, no matter
what he tells you, if he tells you he wants you to go to Covetry,
Louisiana and marry him there, run away, run away just as fast as
your little feet can carry you,” Vanessa had said.

“What?” Honey had asked. “Why?”

“Because Covetry is the only place in
the United States where coverture laws are still in effect with
respect to a wife’s property,” Vanessa said.

“Coverture,” Honey said. “I vaguely remember
hearing about that in some class or other. Isn’t it supposed to be
some archaic thing, like trial by combat?”

“You’re close, Honey,” said Vanessa, “but no
cigar. Coverture is an archaic legal principle that says a wife is
not a person under the law, only her husband is a person. It used
to be the standard for legal decisions in England, America other
places, but mostly got abolished by the late 1800s in the US.
Notice I said ‘mostly.’”

“I noticed that,” Honey said.

“Some stupid backwoods fundamentalist sect
was well established in that area of Louisiana and they didn’t like
it when the coverture laws got phased out. Something about it being
Biblical for the husband to more or less own the wife, real Bronze
Age shit and not sexy at all. So they got some lawyers and drew up
a town charter with coverture still on the books. And it’s been
under attack ever since and they’ve fought to keep it on the books
ever since. And also ever since, it’s been the goal of every last
sex grifter on the planet to get a rich woman to marry him in
Covetry so he can legally steal everything she’s got, or at least
rip off a good hunk of it and store it in some secret offshore
account before the superior courts can declare it null and void.
That’s why you must avoid men who want you to marry them in
Covetry. ”

“Vanessa, I wouldn’t marry a man in
Louisiana, period,” said Honey. “New Orleans is all right, but the
rest of the state … ugh.”

And yes, Honey had once had a relationship
with a seemingly wealthy Master, just a few outings with him on the
club scene. But he had thought she was far more mindlessly
submissive than she actually was, and he had proposed to her and
spoken glowingly of a church he knew of in northern Louisiana, a
beautiful, unique place to troth her submission and his acceptance
of and dominance over her. He would have been wise to have waited
longer, but just the thought of all that money unnerved him, Honey
supposed, and he went for it far too soon. And that was the last
time he ever saw or spoke to Honey in person, despite his many,
many texts, calls and entreaties to her friends. (Of course Honey
had put the word out about him to everyone she knew.) He was so
persistent that eventually, rather than get a restraining order
against him, Honey had hired a detective agency to investigate
him.

The detectives had quickly learned his real
name and an impressive list of aliases, and as soon as they had
that, they discovered that many law enforcement agencies were very
eager to get their hands on him. Shortly after that, he was writing
Honey only occasionally, from a Federal prison cell. Honey hadn’t
even had to testify against him… apparently, there was a long line
of people who were just dying to testify against him.

People in general had little appreciation for
how easy it was for really wealthy people to totally fuck up their
lives. They had no idea how little it cost the wealthy in time or
effort to send someone’s life tumbling out of control, just a
matter of sticking a bike pump into the spokes of cyclist’s wheel
and watching him crash and tumble.

Honey’s would-be victimizer was probably on
the extreme end of chudwahood. Most were just pathetic dolts who
only wanted a blowjob at a minimum and a lifetime of blowjobs with
no demands of fidelity as a maximum, with as little attention paid
to their convenient slave as possible. They were the sexual
equivalent of used care salesmen, and were universally held in
contempt by slavegirls.

Dracos, like most real doms, was the polar
opposite of a chudwa. He LOVED paying attention to his slavegirls,
it was why he found them appealing. He savored them, loved the way
they responded to his orders. He liked to listen to them tell of
their lives and sexual adventures, even when he knew they were
lying. He found them entrancing, and made no bones about expressing
how entrancing he found them to be.

Dracos had enough money that he could have a
relationship with a woman on any terms he liked. Most whores would
happily have played the compleat slavegirl to him, with the
relationship entirely on his terms (so long as those terms included
sufficient amounts of money, which would be pocket change to him).
But just as slavegirls soon develop a radar for chudwas, so doms
quickly develop a feel for fake slavegirls, and they tended to find
them unappealing compared to the real thing. A dom, like vanilla
men, would fuck a willing whore pretending to be a slavegirl if he
was sufficiently horny, but they would always rather be fucking a
slavegirl, because slavegirls loved being dominated.

And a dom as wealthy as Dracos always got his
druthers. Hence the appeal of Bascom girls for the wealthy
elites.

Dracos gazed around his harem and saw nothing
but real slavegirls being real slavegirls. It was wonderful. To
have power over such women was pure delight. He fucked Clio hard
now, ramming her pussy with his cock and feeling the slick sides of
her pussy walls gliding along his cock. Clio was moaning and
writhing before him, her head still obediently pumping up and down.
And Dracos knew that she was doing that because her Master had
ordered her to, and because she was at heart a slavegirl, and loved
doing as her Master ordered. Dracos also knew that Clio had little
natural interest in women sexually. But she was a slavegirl, and
her Master wanted her to fuck Daphne with her mouth, and so she
did, plunging the dildo gag deep into the slick depths of Daphne’s
pussy, her nose sometimes pressing against Daphne’s butthole. She
knew this was what her Master wanted, that was all that mattered,
and she worked hard to make the squirming beast that was Daphne
cum.

Daphne was sailing happily through subspace.
She was tied down good, totally helpless, just the way she liked
it. She loved having her pussy fucked, it didn’t matter what the
gender of the fucker was. Clio in a dildo gag worked just fine for
her. What’s more, from her position underneath Clio she had a
wonderful view of Dracos’ cock surging in and out of Clio’s pussy,
just a couple of inches above her head. In fact, there was not much
else she could see. The most spectacular thing about the sight, in
Daphne’s opinion, was the way Dracos’ balls swung back and forth.
They were supposed to be such tender, fragile things, the most
sensitive part of a man’s body, and they looked so flimsy flailing
and swaying as his cock swing back and forth. They banged merrily
against his upper thighs on the backstroke and then banged merrily
against his cock and Clio’s belly on the forward stroke.

Dracos showed no sign of suffering from any
of it, and neither had any of the many men who’d fucked her
vigorously. Au contraire, as a general rule. They seemed to really
like it.

Then again, Daphne had seen women who claimed
to have very tender tits getting done doggie style on hands and
knees with their tits flailing about just as vigorously as Dracos’
balls were now, and they showed no pain, only ecstasy.

It was a matter of context, Daphne supposed,
and right now Daphne was in the most wonderful context ever, tied
down helplessly as Clio fucked her pussy with her face, watching
the Master fuck Clio’s pussy.

Daphne came a little at that thought, carried
on the currents of subspace and pushed over the edge by the feel of
the very knobby dildo sliding in and out of her pussy, knowing that
cute Clio’s face was right over her pussy as she did so.

In fact, she came a little in Clio’s face as
she did so. Then she came a lot in Clio’s face. It felt wonderful.
No wonder guys liked doing it to her.

Meanwhile, Phoebe was similarly enjoying her
strapped-down situation. She was pretty sure could have escaped
from her current bondage in less than a minute, but she had
absolutely no desire to do so. She was loving the feel of Honey’s
dildo gag plunging in and out of her ass while Ariadne
systematically worked her clit with the wand. It was wonderful, the
way her feet formed a pillow that held her head aloft so she could
watch Honey’s head bobbing up and down helplessly as Ariadne forced
Honey to repeatedly plunge her face in and out of Phoebe’s ass.

Ariadne was working her clit with so much
skill and assurance, Phoebe thought, that there was NO WAY she was
not a dominant. Looking up at that great calm face gazing down at
the two of them as she worked Honey’s head relentlessly, Ariadne
was the very picture of authority and control. It made Phoebe’s
very submissive soul just curdle in pleasure, the sight of those
broad green eyes gazing down at her like Ariadne was the one who
owned her. Like hell Ariadne was a submissive. She was a domme
through and through.

And it was so hot to see poor little rich
girl Honey forced to face fuck Phoebe’s ass. Honey tried to pretend
she was a slavegirl, but all she really liked was sucking cock and
being fucked by cocks. A real slavegirl liked whatever she was told
to do.

But Phoebe had to give Honey credit. She
REALLY liked sucking cock. She was not faking that at all. If men
did not pay her to suck their cocks, she would probably have paid
them to let her suck their cocks, like she had heard crazy gay men
sometimes did.

Phoebe just did her contortionist thing, she
relaxed and settled into the anal pretzel slammer like it was a
hammock, which it kind of was the way her feet supported her head,
and let Ariadne dominate the hell out of her using Honey’s
beautiful rich American head. Gazing up at Ariadne, Phoebe came a
little, and then she came a little more, and pretty soon she was
squirming as helplessly on the pedestal as any non-contortionist.
Except she was squirming in ecstasy.

Ariadne was happily gliding through subspace
when she saw Phoebe start squirming. She loved being an engine of
her Master’s will, making these two sluts slake his carnal desires,
while doing her part to slake it as well.

She especially loved feeling the two
vibrators going inside her. She did not resist their vibrations in
the slightest, she gave in to them, surrendered to them, for her
Master had ordered them put in her and so she must surrender to
them.

Ariadne loved that. Just as she loved
extending the Master’s will to the two sluts she was controlling.
Neither was a perfect vessel for the Master. Honey still had things
she liked and didn’t like, she was a long way from total
subservience. Phoebe was just the opposite, her own feelings were
tools to her, to be used to her own best advantage.

Only Ariadne understood that a real slavegirl
made her feelings tools for her Master, made her very being a tool
for her Master, and in doing so found perfect inner peace. Ariadne
could enter subspace at the touch of her Master’s hand. Times like
this she soared on wings of ecstasy, traveling through subspace,
often experiencing orgasms as she did so, and loving them as part
of her slavery.

And the thing was, Ariadne didn’t love
Dracos, which is why she thought of him as Master Dracos rather
than the Master. She submitted to Master Dracos, and was glad to do
so. But it could have been any other Master. Ariadne knew that
about herself. She loved being Mastered, but the Master, so long as
he was a real Master, didn’t matter.

And Ariadne loved being collared. When a
Master put his personal collar on her, she always sank into her own
personal subspace and stayed there for as long as the collar stayed
on.

(Ariadne had had a few unfortunate
experiences with the phenomenon known as “collar frenzy” at various
times when she’d been between collars. But she only had one
restraining order and two arrests, so she thought she’d done pretty
good all told. She just was not herself without a Master’s collar
around her neck.)

Now Ariadne felt Master Dracos’ collar around
her neck, and the vibrators vibrating within her by Master Dracos’
will, and the sluts squirming in her hands by Master Dracos’ will,
and she felt totally at peace and totally turned on as well.
Something about being in a collar made everything sexual and sexy.
She let the fire that the vibrator in her pussy ignited consume
her, and soon she was cumming even as she made the sluts cum, all
by Master’s will, as it should be.

Honey agreed with Phoebe: Ariadne was a
natural dominant and was doing a great job of dominating her. She
was working Honey’s head hard, but not so hard that it made her
dizzy. She didn’t know how Phoebe could handle it, feeling that
giant dildo shoving into her ass, over and over again. Honey was
pretty sure the wand was a major distraction. Ariadne was
displaying almost superhuman control as she used the wand to
alternately tease and torment Phoebe’s clit while still working
Honey’s head to an entirely different rhythm with her other hand.
Honey had an up-close and personal view of Ariadne’s handywork as
her face plunged toward Phoebe’s taint over and over again. And
Ariadne’s wand work was phenomenal. Honey was not surprised to see
Phoebe squirming and moaning, turning into a puddle of herself on
the anal pretzel seat.

In fact, Honey was feeling puddlicious
herself. The sybian was working her pussy like the machine it was.
And the vibe in her butt was doing good work too. The cuffs on her
ankles prevented her from rising from the sybian. She could do
nothing to resist the way they worked at her body. She had to leave
her pussy pressed against the vibrating nubbins, and the vibe deep
in her ass.

Not that resisting them was something she
wanted to do anyway. She gave in to them instead. And was rewarded
with pure streams of pleasure flowing up from her pussy to her
brain. She was soon in subspace, her head rocking back and forth
but her mind sailing through an ocean of pleasure.

It was so good, so very good, and even the
raw smell of sex coming up from Phoebe’s squirming ass was good.
Honey gave in to it easily, and soon she was squirming just as
mindlessly as Phoebe, and then cumming just as mindlessly as Phoebe
as well.

Dracos surveyed all this beauty, all this
sexuality, and knew that it was his. It was by his will that this
scene existed, by his will that these beautiful women performed
these sex acts. He had not made these women so beautiful, that was
beyond his power. But it had been in his power to select these
women from the beauties that Greece produced, and to induce them to
be themselves for him. Gods, they were a wonder.

The world knew Dracos as a husband, a father,
a pillar of the community, a powerful and capable businessman. But
this place, this scene, THIS was what he lived for. To have his
cock sliding in and out of the pussy of a drop-dead gorgeous woman
while other drop-dead gorgeous women performed like animals for
him, that was a glorious thing. He let the feeling of power and
dominance and pleasure fill him with joy as it always did. These
women were such glorious creatures, and his, all his. If he were to
die right now it would suit him fine, he was at his peak.

Instead, he came. He released, and it was
wonderful, his whole mind exploding with ecstasy as he rammed the
silky walls of Clio’s pussy again and again. It was pure, unalloyed
joy, as close to heaven on Earth as there could be, and Dracos
enjoyed every bit of it as his due for being a man and a
Master.

After he had delivered his load he pulled out
of Clio and gave her butt a friendly slap and relaxed.

Clio, Daphne, Holly and Ariadne were all in
various stages of orgasm, or pre-orgasm or post-orgasm, but it all
stopped when Dracos came. (Phoebe kept going, positioned as she was
she couldn’t see what was going on with Dracos, and he slapped
their butts all the time for a lot of different reasons including
none.) Dracos was the Man, the Master, the one whose orgasms
mattered. That didn’t stop them from having orgasms, they knew he
liked it when they did. (Except when he was edging them, of
course.) But they stopped when he did, unless ordered otherwise, to
see what he might want now.

 





Chapter 5

Twerk Winks

 


“Let’s head for the pool and cool off,
girls,” said Dracos. “Ariadne, undo their bonds. Have one of the
other girls undo yours last.”

“Yeff, maffa,” said Ariadne. She smiled.
Master was making sure everyone understood that she was a slavegirl
too. Including her.

Dracos got up and headed for the pool. He
was, for the time being, no longer quite so entranced by his
beauties. Refractory period and all.

Ariadne quickly freed the girls of their
bonds, then Phoebe removed Ariadne’s belt and gag. They headed out
to the pool, relaxed and satiated. A good time had been had by
all.

Dracos was already in the big pool, floating
full length with his head resting on a plastic inflatable headrest
that was attached to the side of the pool. His cock bobbed in the
water beyond the bulge of his belly, his toes bobbing farther down.
He looked supremely relaxed, because he was.

The girls slipped into the pool and floated
beside him.

“So tell me about your day, girls,” said
Dracos. “You first, Honey, I want the full story on your experience
at the Sexually Insane Institute.”

Honey had been expecting this, it was the
only bit of real excitement that had occurred. And she had told the
story often enough that she had it down cold. For Master she
omitted no salacious detail and totally played up how horny all the
edging had made her. She didn’t lie or exaggerate, because Dracos
had made it very clear that he did not like them to lie to him,
even to entertain him.

“If I want to be lied to I’ll just go back to
the office and listen to the garbage my managers tell me,” he had
said.

As Honey spoke, Dracos asked questions and
the girls commented but it was relaxed, easygoing conversation.
Dracos expected his harem time to be relaxing and pleasant. He was
not there to settle disputes or conduct inquiries, and he expected
his conversations with his girls to be pleasant above all.

This actually suited the girls in the harem
just fine. Traditional harems were infamous for all the bickering,
jealousies and rivalries they entailed. The rivalries were
sometimes intense enough to get harem girls killed. In extreme
cases they had sometimes gotten sultans killed. But such harems
were generally made up of woman of a variety of temperaments and
sexual orientations, including gays and aces and nonbinaries, and
included wives of varying levels of status and actual nonconsensual
slavegirls as well. It was a situation tailor-made for unhappiness,
intrigue and disasters. (Which is why harems were so popular with
historical fiction and historical romance writers, the drama
combined with the fundamentally salacious nature of a harem made
them irresistible fodder.)

But Dracos’ harem consisted of submissives
only, and they were all slavegirls, and there were no favorites. He
made no bones of the fact that they were all there to slake his
thirst for variety, and that they would probably be leaving
eventually so someone new could entertain him. (Well that was in
theory. In actual practice Clio had been with Dracos for almost two
years and Ariadne for almost as long. Honey was very much the
newcomer, and being a Bascom girl she would probably be leaving
before any of the others. Bascom girls were expensive, even
compared to very high-end whores, like Ariadne and Phoebe had once
been, and they were rarely interested in long assignments.)

The result was that petty rivalries and
jealousy did not find fertile ground in Dracos’ harem. Most of the
local girls had fantasies about Dracos falling madly in love with
them, dumping his wife and children, and making them his wife. But
they were well aware that these were just fantasies. Dracos was
simply not the sort to do anything so foolish, no matter how
insanely attractive his slavegirls were.

And he was very careful to select slavegirls
who were in it for the money, and to give them plenty of money. He
was not extravagant, but he paid them well enough that if they
left, it wouldn’t be because they felt underpaid.

As a result, it was easy enough for him to
have a relaxing and pleasant conversation with his girls every
night. And it also warmed their submissive hearts to be the subject
of his attention. Like many successful executives, he had developed
the trick of focusing his attention fully on whomever he was
speaking to. Since submissives loved attention from their Master
more than anything else, he made a point to pay attention to all of
them every night, however briefly.

And he loved hearing about their thoughts in
any event. It was a welcome change from the grind of commerce.

And as they spoke he occasionally spoke or
fondled or kissed one of them. And if he showed the least interest
they would kiss, fondle and lick him anywhere and any way he liked.
But generally he liked to do the kissing and fondling.

They all watched Dracos with professional
interest as he talked. They knew his real interest lay in
dominating, binding and fucking them, and in getting his cock
sucked. Clio and Ariadne generally knew when Dracos’ refractory
period was over before he did. There were tiny signs, his tone of
voice, his gestures.

When Ariadne was sure that Dracos was getting
his mojo back, she pulled one of her tricks. She walked over to the
toy box in the main room and pulled out a big transparent latex
dildo. It was all transparent latex, meaning that when it was
inserted, it was like a window into her butt. She walked back to
the pool and had Honey cram it up her ass, as Dracos was not
currently focused on Honey but Ariadne thought Dracos liked to look
at Honey more than the rest of them: her beauty was still a
novelty, compared to the rest of them.

Honey was skilled at cramming things up other
women’s asses, but only because she had trained for it in Bascom’s
slave training program. It wasn’t because she enjoyed it, because
she didn’t. Overall, she’s rather have things crammed up her own
ass, and she wasn’t that big a fan of having things crammed up her
ass.

But Honey was a slavegirl, and she did as she
was told in the harem, and though this wasn’t an order from Master,
Honey knew it was something he would like, so she went right at it.
In a short time the round end of the dildo was all that was
visible, like a giant clear eye in Ariadne’s ass.

It was an interesting effect, Honey gave it
that. Ariadne thanked her for shoving the dildo up her ass and
climbed out of the pool, then laid on the edge of the pool opposite
Dracos, facing away from Dracos, her body bent so that her butt was
thrust toward Dracos. She looked back over in Dracos’ direction and
smiled.

Then Ariadne started twerking. It wasn’t
really full twerking, as she was lying on her side. But the effect
was that her nicely rounded butt cheeks jiggled merrily. And as
they did so, they partially obscured the transparent dildo lodged
in her ass then didn’t obscure it at all, with every shake. The
effect was to make it appear that Ariadne was winking at Draco with
her ass.

Honey smiled at the sight, it was sexy and
also mildly funny, she thought. Especially with that knowing smirk
Ariadne was sending over her shoulder.

Dracos smiled at Ariadne to show he was
enjoying her little show, but he continued to talk to the girls for
a time. He was not one to have his buttons pressed that easily. He
liked talking to the girls. But after about ten minutes, his cock
stirred a bit.

“Honey, cock duty,” he said.

Honey was all over that, swimming over to
Dracos’ cock and going at it with her usual mindful focus, working
up to Level 4 and staying there. The conversation continued, as if
Honey were not sucking his cock, but now the girls were all
presenting their bodies a little more blatantly than they had
before. It was all very subtle because Dracos required subtlety. He
disliked it when a woman tried to hard.

But in just a few minutes, Honey felt Dracos’
cock stiffening in her mouth. Whether Dracos came in her mouth or
ordered her to stop or whatever was strictly his prerogative, as
far as she was concerned. She liked to bring a Master all the way
off with her mouth, but she liked that to be his decision.

“To the playroom girls,” Dracos ordered a
moment later. “Honey, stop.”

Honey released Draco’s cock and glided
backward.

“Yes, Master,” she said, her voice slightly
husky. She was ready to play once more, as was everyone.

About three hours later, a fully dressed
Dracos left the harem, looking and feeling about as sated and
relaxed as a man could be. Much fucking had been done. Many obscene
acts had been performed, and everyone was glad of it. Honey
followed him out of the harem, naked, leashed and gagged and with
her hands cuffed behind her back. It was desk duty for her, and she
was fine with it.

 





Chapter 6

The Luckiest Woman Ever

 


A few weeks later, Honey was released from
Dracos’ harem.

“You have done nothing wrong,” Dracos had
said. “I just seek novelty.”

“I understand, Master,” said Honey. She knew
very well that she had done nothing wrong, unless you counted
spying on Dracos, which Honey did not. She considered her spying to
be perhaps the best thing she did in this world, other than giving
financial aid to the Initiative and recruiting other wealthy people
to the cause. And if Dracos had found out about her spying
activities, their parting would not have been amicable. Au
contraire.

Dracos smiled, he knew Honey would be
reasonable about leaving. Bascom girls were nothing if not seasoned
pros. He appreciated that.

Dracos’ car drove Honey to the docks, where
she caught a shuttle boat to Zakynthos, a nearby island with an
international airport. (Dracos’ private helicopter, which he used
to travel to and from Zakynthos, was undergoing maintenance, and
besides, Honey was just a used slavegirl.) Honey could have rented
a helicopter of her own if she had been in a hurry, but the shuttle
craft was nicely appointed and wouldn’t take all that much longer
to travel the short distance to Zakynthos than a helicopter would
have.

At her hotel in Zakynthos, a local Initiative
agent had hidden a burner phone in the bathroom, and once she had
it in hand Honey lost no time texting the three code phrases that
Clio had revealed. Almost immediately Honey got a response, a
request for a meeting with an Initiative agent at a quiet
restaurant in three hours. Honey agreed to it, as it would allow
her to debrief with Bascom and maintain that cover.

The Bascom agency office in Zakynthos was
small, but it was the usual seamless and subtle display of wealth
and taste. The post service interviewer, as Bascom called their
debriefers, was clueless, however.

“Thank you for coming by, Ms. Trapp,” he
said, a bright young man named Stavros with a barely-there
mustache. He ushered Honey into a tiny office with a desk, a couple
of chairs and not much else other than very nice walnut
paneling.

“You’re welcome,” Honey said. “You have half
an hour.”

“What?” Stavros asked.

“I’m leaving in half an hour,” said Honey
pleasantly.

“Ms. Trapp, after such a long assignment,
we’re going to need several hours, I’m afraid,” said Stavros.

“You have half an hour,” said Honey. “Which I
am extending to you as a courtesy.”

Any sensible person would have known
something unusual was up, but Stavros was not too bright and very
sure of himself.

“I am afraid I’m going to have to insist,”
said Stavros. “These reports are important, to you as well as
us.”

“A courtesy my be revoked if it is not accepted gracefully,” said
Honey coolly. This was clearly a warning shot. “And the reports are
of absolutely no importance to me.”

There was a knock at the door and a woman’s
cheerful face poked in.

“Sorry to interrupt you two,” she said.
“Stavros, you’re urgently needed in Mikos’ office. I’ll take over
here.”

“Certainly,” said Stavros.

“Sorry about that,” the woman said after
Stavros was out of the room. “I am Mrs. Pantazis. Stavros is new
here and has much to learn.”

Honey nodded. She could agree with that.

“So, thirty minutes?” Mrs. Pantazis
asked.

“Twenty-five,” Honey said smiling.

“Twenty-five, then,” said Mrs. Pantazis.
“Let’s get right into it then.”

And the next twenty five minutes flowed by
smoothly and easily. When Honey left she was actually able to smile
at Mrs. Pantazis. She appreciated professionalism.

Riding the taxi back to the hotel, Honey
found herself hoping no one had hit Stavros or thrown anything at
him, but she suspected her hopes were in vain. She sensed a lot of
pent-up energy under Mrs. Pantazis’ professional demeanor.

Stavros had not been physically attacked but
he did have a short and very uncomfortable meeting with Mrs.
Pantazis in a private office after Honey left.

“You did not read the briefing papers at all,
did you?” Mrs. Pantazis stated.

“I did glance at them,” said Stavros.

“Did your glance happen to take in the
warning notice at the top of the paper?” Mrs. Pantazi asked.

“I may have missed that,” Stavros said.

“What is Trapp’s net worth?” Mrs. Pantazis
asked. “Feel free to round it off to the nearest million
dollars.”

Stavros goggled at Mrs. Pantazis. Nearest
million?

“Uh, ten million?” he asked. It seemed a huge
amount of money to be controlled by a whore, but “nearest million”
was a clue even he could understand.

“Try in excess of $800 million,” said Mrs.
Pantazis. “It says so in that warning you didn’t read. ‘Honey Trapp
is very wealthy and works for us for fun. Do not press or pressure
her in any way, just get whatever information she has to give and
be very pleasant to her.’ You did not read any of that.”

“I figured that I was just there to ask
questions,” said Stavros by way of explanation. It wasn’t much but
at least it was true.

“Stavros, this is a very good job and you are
paid very, very well to do it,” said Mrs. Pantazis. “Your continued
employment here will depend on your reading all briefing materials.
It’s not just me you have to worry about here. Miss Trapp is so
rich she has had several people thrown in jail. If she wanted to
totally fuck you over for pushing her in that interview, all it
would take her would be single phone call. It would be that easy,
for someone like her. She could fuck me over too, just as easily.
Now get out of here and think about that.”

Stavros left the office. His uncle had gotten
him this job. And thanks to his uncle, he’d probably keep it. But
he wasn’t feeling especially grateful to his uncle just at the
moment. What kind of bullshit was it, hiring a whore who was so
rich she could fuck you over at a moment’s notice?

Two hours later Honey walked into the Sticky
Buns Restaurant, an exclusive restaurant situated above a less
exclusive bakery.

“Melody!” exclaimed an early middle aged man
in a tourist shirt and shorts. “So good to see you.”

“Good to see you, Paul,” said Honey. Melody
Needham was her alias for the meeting. Paul Castellanos was her
contact’s alias.

Paul guided Melody to a small room in the
back of the restaurant.

“We can speak freely here,” he said. “The
owner is with us, this room has been swept for electronics and no
one will be near us except our waiter, who is also an agent.”

“Nice,” Honey said.

A few minutes later they were eating very
crispy and scrumptious salad. Honey was amazed at how subtle
changes in Greek salad ingredients and dressings could make them so
varied and tasty. No wonder their food was so freaking healthy.

“So, why are you so sure the phrases you sent
to us are code?” Paul asked.

“I am not absolutely certain,” said Honey.
“But I think they’re codes because someone who has no knowledge of
codes mentioned them specifically as things Dracos says repeatedly,
word for word, on the phone. And I noticed other girls were giving
off cues of agreement.”

“Why didn’t you know they were codes when you
heard them?” Paul asked.

“Because I didn’t hear them nearly as much,” Honey said. “I’ve only
been around Dracos for four months. Ariadne has been with Dracos
for years.”

“Ah,” said Paul. “He’s been using the code,
if it is a code, for years.”

“Yes,” Honey said.

“Perhaps they reference some long-term
project then,” said Paul.

“I wouldn’t know,” Honey said. “It’s just
what I’ve observed.”

“People use phrases repeatedly sometimes, but
those do not fit in that category, I think,” Paul said. “We have
gone over Dracos’ communications again, very carefully, and have
identified half a dozen other phrases that are likely codes if
those are, and a dozen more that may be codes as well. Problem is,
we haven’t been able to break the codes.”

“Well codes are supposed to be hard to
break,” Honey said.

Paul gave Honey a look and Honey laughed.

“OK, having a bit of fun there,” Honey said.
“This code is very hard to break.”

“We’ll get it, eventually, if it’s there, and
it probably is,” said Paul. “We know there’s something going on
with heavy fuel oil, we just don’t know what and how.”

“I thought we scored a victory on that one,
got it outlawed everywhere,” Honey observed.

“The industry backed off when the stories
came out about how bad heavy fuel oil is,” Paul agreed. “They saw
fines, tariffs and so forth coming. But we’ve gotten bits of intel
and evidence that heavy fuel oil is still being used by some cargo
ships. But we can’t find any evidence as to who is doing it. Port
authorities and various coast guards have conducted surprise
inspections, but all the ship’s fuel reservoirs tested have met the
half percent standard. It’s a mystery, and various bits of intel
point to Global Transport Enterprises as the probable culprit. We
were hoping you might find something that would crack things open
for us, but we understand your access was limited.”

“Yes, the best chance I had to spy on him I
was tied down under his desk and he was on he phone or Skype or
whatever, wearing headphones,” Honey said. “And half the time he
was speaking Greek, which I don’t have much of. And he also speaks
very fast on the phone, clipping his words. He’s hard to follow
even in English. I think you might have done better with a Greek
sub.”

“Yes, we thought so as well, but his local
slavegirls did not strike us as a good risk,” said Paul. “Red flags
everywhere, I’m afraid. Divided loyalties, personally vulnerable to
Dracos, with families personally vulnerable to Dracos, and none of
the girls had ever showed any interest in environmental issues. Our
analysts gave it a 67 percent chance that Dracos would notice if we
managed to turn any of his local girls, given their long service to
him, and that she would spill if he pressured her.”

“Can’t argue with that,” Honey said. “If
anything, I’d say the analysts were being optimistic. All but one
of them was half in love with him.”

“Really?” Paul asked. “Which one wasn’t?”

“Phoebe,” Honey answered. “Not a local girl,
but that wasn’t why she didn’t fall for Dracos. She’s just one of
those who’s always looking out for number one first and
foremost.”

“What did Dracos see in her, then?” Paul
asked.

“Skilled contortionist,” said Honey.

“Oh, I can imagine, then,” said Paul

“No, you can’t,” Honey said with a grin. “I
couldn’t imagine, and I’ve seen a LOT. It is amazing what she can
do with her body.”

“I’ll take your word for it,” said Paul.
“Think she could be turned for us?”

“Easily,” said Honey, “if we offered her
enough money. Problem is, she’d sell us out in a heartbeat for more
of that money. She’s more of a security risk than the locals, if
you ask me.”

“Well, we are looking to position a local
girl for his next harem acquisition,” said Paul.

“Good idea,” Honey said. “I just wish I had
managed more for you.”

“You did fine,” said Paul. “You got us
something. If you only knew how many agents we send out who come
back with nothing, through no fault of their own.”

“I know, I have no right to complain,” said
Honey. “But on my last assignment they blew up some oil derricks
and on the one before that there was a full-blown revolution. This
just seems like such a let-down after that.”

“Well, I suppose we could kill off a fossil
fuel executive for you, would that help?” Paul asked. “Would you
want to watch in person, or do it in person?”

“Heavens, no,” said Honey. “I’m not that sort
of spy.”

“Perhaps if I just kicked a gas station
attendant,” Paul suggested.

“Now you’re being insulting,” said Honey.

About two months later, Honey had lunch back
in Los Angeles at the Squib Squid in Hollywood, an exclusive
restaurant that did a pretty job of grilling an octopus, with her
Initiative handler Sam Chadsworth.

“Just thought you might like to know, we
broke that code Dracos was using,” said Sam as he started
unnervingly at the bits of grilled octopus on Honey’s plate. “No
small thanks to your efforts.”

“I knew I’d break the code sooner or later,”
Honey said, smiling.

“Oh, and that’s not the good part,” said Sam.
“The good part is, we broke the bunker oil mystery when we broke
the code. The code was part of this huge scheme to set up bunker
oil fueling stations around the world in strategic spots near major
ports. Not in the ports, they would have been found out too fast,
generally about fifty to a hundred miles out.”

“So just ‘near’ in terms of global shipping,”
said Honey.

“Yes,” said Sam. “The fueling stations had
lots of bunker oil but always at least one tank of oil that met the
half percent standard. The ships would sail out of their departure
ports with just enough half percent oil to get them to the fueling
station. There the half percent oil would be pumped out of their
tanks and put in the fueling station’s half percent oil tank, and
they get a credit for however much got pumped out. Then they’d fill
the ship’s tanks with bunker oil, enough to get them to the bunker
oil station nearest to their destination port, with a little bit
over for emergencies. At the destination port bunker oil station,
the bunker oil is pumped out of their tanks and replaced with
enough half percent oil to get them to port, with a little left
over.”

“And they’re credited for the bunker oil that
got pumped out,” said Honey. “And this is happening at all the
major ports, worldwide?”

“Pretty much,” said Sam. “Quite an elaborate
scheme, really.”

“Expensive,” said Honey. “All those tanks in
all those ports. How does the difference in price between bunker
oil and half percent oil cover that kind of expense?”

“Two things, maybe three,” said Sam. “One,
it’s not that expensive in the grand scheme of things. Just some
big tanks with pumps and hoses scattered here and there. Two, now
that bunker oil is illegal for maritime shipping, it’s gotten way
cheaper. WAY cheaper. Bunker oil is the leftover you get when you
refine gasoline, there’s megatons of it sitting around anyway, so
prices on it are very low. Three, the scale. These ship engines
burn fuel measured in tons per hour. They travel for days. On that
scale, savings of pennies per gallon would justify the operation.
And they are saving way more than pennies with their thousands of
ships. Finally, there’s the time scale. Our intel indicates they
started setting up these covert fueling stations several years
before the regulations against bunker oil were put in place.”

“Right, Dracos was using his code phrases for
at least two years,” said Honey. She already knew everything Sam
was telling her about bunker oil, but she loved to hear him
mansplain climate change to her, it reminded her of her college
days.

“And for years before that, actually,” Sam
said. “They’ve already made bank on this scheme even if we shut
them down tomorrow.”

“Will you be shutting them down tomorrow?”
Honey asked.

“No,” said Sam.

“Knew it,” said Honey.

“Oh, we’ll shut them down in a few months,”
said Sam. “We are playing the long game here, just as they are. We
have to shut it down, those sulfur dioxide emissions bunker oil
produces are murder, and cargo ships produce many time more of it
than all he world’s cars. But in the long term, it will be very
handy to get all those corrupt officials who let this whole
operation get set up and continue to operate exposed and if not
jailed, removed from power.”

“So you’re going to be spending time tracking
down all the corrupt officials and politicians who took bribes and
looked the other way while the sulfur dioxide continues to pump
into the atmosphere,” said Honey.

“Yeah, we figure we can replace the bad guys
with our guys at a fairly high rate, which should make repeats of
the scheme much more difficult,” said Sam. “We can leak the
information to public climate change opposition and take down a lot
of GTE’s human infrastructure in government.”

“And I helped!” Honey said. “Good to
know.”

“Yes, you’ve done your part once again,” said
Sam. “You’ll never get the credit you deserve, but that’s climate
change fighting for ya.”

“Yeah, I was thinking about that,” said
Honey. “Reminds me of that Pink Floyd song where they ask, ‘Did you
exchange a walk-on part in the war for a lead role in a cage?’ I’m
the luckiest woman ever … I got both!”

 


The End

 


Afterword

Those of my readers who are familiar with
bunker oil issues may be aware that my story is not 100% in keeping
with reality. In point of fact, the criminal scheme described at
the end is not necessary in today’s world and is in fact a takeoff
on reality, or “lie” as it’s also known. The requirement for half
percent oil does exist, but only in low-emission zones near the
coast. Most ships burn low-sulfur fuel in the low-emission zones
and then switch to bunker fuel outside the zones, completely
legally. My criminal conspiracy plot is just a parody of that
situation.

Okay, I’m lying my ass off here. What REALLY
happened is I decided early in the story that bunker oil would be
the Big Bad for my story, having read some information about cargo
ships’ sulfur dioxide emissions online. I learned that ports were
forbidding bunker-oil burning ships and I came up with the criminal
scheme to have something for Honey to help discover with her spying
on Draco. Then when I had pretty much completed the first draft and
was doing some research into how much oil cargo ships burn on long
voyages, I came across the fact that burning bunker oil outside of
low-emission zones wasn’t actually illegal and ships were in fact
doing it routinely. And legally.

At that point I could either have rewritten
the story with a different criminal plotline, or I could fake it
out and claim in an afterword that I’d known about the real
situation all along and was just trying to highlight the problem of
bunker oil fuel burning cargo ships.

Because that’s what people read bondage
erotica for!

You now know the choice I made.

 



About Pat Powers

 


Pat Powers may not be the most interesting
man in the world, but when he writes about himself in third person,
he tries to give that impression.

Powers is perhaps the most
famous writer that no one has ever heard of. In his career, he has
amassed a fortune in words, primarily naughty words like
“throbbing.” Pat Powers lives in the Deep South. He has seen
personally seen alligators, bears, rattlesnakes, water moccasins
and copperheads in the wild, and has been personally bitten by
turtles, snakes, birds, ants, yellow jackets, wasps, bees, and
once, a dog. Clearly, the wild thinks Pat Powers is delicious. You
can check out his blog at http://patpowersrocks.blogspot.com/ You
can email Pat Powers at patpowers1995@yahoo.com.

 



Books And Stories By Pat Powers On
Smashwords

 


The Naked Jungle: Honey Trapp #1

Wealthy party girl Honey
Trapp had a secret, which was strange for an out BDSM submissive:
she was a spy. When she’s asked to eavesdrop on a ruthless South
American dictator while serving as his sex slave, which would
require months of strict bondage and raunchy sex slave training,
she said “Yes, Master!” It was just too delicious – but it’s a
delicious assignment she might not survive!

 


England Goes Boom! Honey Trapp #2

After her assignment in
Las Miserabils (see: “The Naked Jungle”) Honey winds up in England.
The English oligarchs are up to their usual no good and it’s up to
Honey to eavesdrop on them for the Initiative, no matter what she’s
suspended from or tied to, and no matter how tied up she is or what
kind of kinky sexual position she's in, because that's what
fighting climate change is all about!

 


Erotic
Slavegirls Of Outer Space – The Novel

Join Dita and Maria, two hot, sexy escaped
love 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 to the
wild!

 


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 love slave to the Lesbian
Janissaries of the Thongan Resistance! It's lesbian BDSM erotica
with a science fiction flair!
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